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THE BOY AT THE NOEE. 

"Alona I did it t— Boy 1 "— CosiOLuraa. 

I aUp little Boy at the Nore, 

Do you come from tlie small Isle of S£an ? 
Why, yonr histoiy a mysteiy most be, — 
Come tell lu as much as yoa can, 

IdtUeBoyatthflNonl 
vol. u. 1 



2 THE BOY AT THE KOBE. 

You live it seems wholly on water, 
Which your Gambier calls living in cloYer; — 

But how comes it, if that is the case. 
You're eternally half seas over, — 

Little Boy at the NoreP 

While you ride — while you dance — ^while you float — 
Never mind your imperfect orthography ; — 

But give us as well as you can. 
Your watery auto-biography, 

Little Boy at the Nore 1 

LITTLE BOY AT THE KOBE LOQUITUR. 

I'm the tight little Boy at the Nore, 

In a sort of sea negus I dwells ; 
Half and half 'twixt saltwater and Port, 

I'm reckon'd the first of the swells— 

I'm the Boy at the Nore ! 

I lives with my toes to the flounders. 

And watches through long days and nights ; 

Yet, cruelly eager, men look — 

To catch the first glimpse of my lights — 

I'm the Boy at the Nore. 

I never gets cold in the head. 

So my life on salt water is sweet, — 
I think I owes much of my health 

To being well used to wet feet — 

As the Boy at the Nore. 

There's one thing, I'm never in debt : 
Nay ! — I liquidates more than I oughtor • ; 

So the man to beat Cits as goes by. 
In keeping the head above water. 

Is the Boy at the Nore. 

* A word caught from some American Trader in pasfong. 



THB BOT Al THE KO&I. 

Fre Men a good deal of dutress. 

Lots of Breakera in Ocean's Qazette ; 

The^ sbould do as I do— rise o'er all ; 
Aye, a good floating capital get, 

LiketheBoyattheNoiel 




I'm a'ter the sailor's own heart. 

And cheers him, in deep water rolling i 
And the friend of all friends to Jack Junk, 
Ben Baclurtsf, Tom Pipes, and Tom Bowling, 
Is the Boy at the Nore I 
Couid I e'er but grow up, I'd be oiF 

For a week to make love with my wheedles ; 
If the tight little Boy at the Nore 
Could but catch a nice girl at the Needles, 
We'd have iieo at the Nore 1 
1—8 



THE BUN-OVER. 

They thinks little of sizes on water. 
On big wayes the tiny one skulks, — 

While the riyer has Men of War on it — 
Yes — ^the Thames is oppressed with Gh!eat Hulks^ 

And the Boy's at the Nore ! 

But IVe done — ^for the water is heaying 
Bound my body, as though it woidd sink it I 

And IVe been so long pitching and tossing. 
That sea-sick — ^you'd hardly now think it — 

Is the Boy at the Nore 1 
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THE RUN-OVER. 



" Do you see that 'ere gentleman in the buggy, with the dipt 
un P " enquired Ned Stocker, as he pointed with his whip at a 
chaise, some fifty yards in advance. " WeU, for all he's driving 
there so easy like, and comfortable, he once had a gig-shaft, and 
that's a fact, driv right through his body 1 " 

" Rather him than me," drawled a passenger on the box, 
without removing his cigar from his mouth. 

** It's true for all that," returned Ned, with a nod of his head 
equal to an affidavit. " The shaft run in imder one armpit, 
right up to the tug, and out again at t'other, besides pinning him 
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to the wall of the stable — and that's a thing such as don't 
happen ereiy day.** 

" Lucky it don't/* said the smoker, between two puffs of his 
eigar. 

" It an't likely to come often," resumed Ned, " let alone the 
getting over it afterwards, which is the wonderfullest part of it 
all. To see him bowling along there, he don't look like a man 
pinned to a stable-wall with the rod through him, right up to 
the tug— do he P '* 

" Can't say he does," said the smoker. 

'* For my part," said Ned, " or indeed any man's part, most 
people in such a case would have said, it's all up with me, and 
good reason why, as I said afore, with a shaft clean through 
your inside, right up to the tug — and two inches besides into 
the stable wall, by way of a benefit. But somehow he always 
stuck to it — not the wall, you know — but his own opinion, that 
he should get over it — he was as firm as flints about that — and 
sure enough the event came off exactly.'* 

" The better for him," said the smoker. 

" I don't know the rights on it," said Ned, " for I wam't 
there — ^but they do say when he was dextricated horn the rod, 
there was a regular tunnel through him, and in course the 
greatest danger was of his ketching cold in the lungs from the 
thorough draught." 

•* Nothing more likely," said the fumigator. 

" Howsomever," continued Ned, **he was cured by Dr. 
Maiden of Stratford, who give him lots of physic to provoke his 
stomach, and make him eat hearty ; and by taking hib feeds 
well, — warm mashes at first, and then hard meat, in course of 
time he filled up. Nobody hardly believed it, though, when they 
see him about on his legs again — myself for one — ^but he always 
said he would overcome it, and he was as good as his word. If 
that an't game, I don't know what is.'* a 



6 THB BUK-OYES. 

*' No more do I/' said the man with tlie Hayamiali. 

"I don't know the philosophy on it," resumed Ned, 
"but it's a remark of mine about recovering, if a man says 
he will, he will, — and if he says he won*t, he won't — 
you may book that for certain. Mayhap a good pluck helps 
the wounds in healing kindly, — ^but so it is, for I'ye ob- 
served it. You'll see one man with hardly a scratch on 
his face, and says he, I'm done for — and he turns out 
quite correct — ^while another as is cut to ribbons will say 
— ^never mind, — I'm good for another round, and so he proves, 
particularly if he's one of your small farmers. Ill give you a 
reason why." 

" Now then," said the smoker. 

" My reason is," replied Ned, " that they're all as hard as 
nails — regular pebbles for game. They take more thrashing 
than their own com, and that's saying something. They're aU 
fortitude, and nothing else. Talk about punishment 1 nothing 
comes amiss to 'em, from butt-ends of whips and brickbats 
down to bludgeons loaded with lead. You can't hurt their 
feelings. They're jist like badgers, the more you welt *em the 
more they grin, and when it's over, maybe a turn-up at a cattle 
fair, or a stop by footpads, they'll go home to their missises aU 
over blood and wounds as cool and comfortable as cowcumbers, 
with holes in their heads enough to scarify a whole hospital of 
army surgeons." 

"The very thing Scott has characterised," I ventured to 
observe, " in the person of honest Dandie." 

" Begging your pardon. Sir," said Ned, " I know Farmer 
Scott very well, and he's anything but a dandy. I was just a 
groing to bring forward, as one of the trumps, a regular out- 
and-outer. We become friends through an axident. It was a 
darkish night, you see, and him a Kttle lushy or so, making a 
bit of a swerve in his going towards the middle of the road ; 
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before you oould ay Snacks ! I was oyer him with the old 
Begulaior." 

'*Good God!" exclaimed my left-hand companion on the 
roof. " Was not the poor fellow hurt P " 

" Why, not much for him," answered Ned, with a yery de- 
cided emphasis on the pronoun. ^' Though it would haye been 
a quietus for nine men out of ten, and, as the Jews say, Take 
your pick of the basket. But he looked queer at first, and 
shook himself, and made a wryish face, like a man that hadn't 
got the exact bit of the joint he preferred." 

"Looked queer!" ejaculated the compassionate passenger, 
"he must haye looked dreadful! I remember the Hegulator, 
one of the oldest and heayiest yehicles on the road. But of 
course you picked him up, and got him inside, and " 

" Quite the reyerse," answered Ned, quietly, " and far from 
it ; he picked himself up, quite independent, and wouldn't eyen 
accept a lift on the box. He only felt about his head a bit, and 
then his back, and his arms, and his thighs, and his lines, and 
after that he guy a nod, and says he, ' all right,' and away he 
toddled." 

*• I can't credit it," exclaimed the man on the roof. 

" That's jist what his wife said," replied Ned, with consider- 
able composure, in spite of the slur on his yeradty. Let alone 
two black eyes, and his collar bone, and the broke rib, he'd a 
hole in his head, with a flint sticking in it bigger than any one 
you can find since Macadaming. But he made so light on it all, 
and not being yeiy dear besides in his notions, I*m blest if he 
didn't tell her he'd only been knockt down by a man with a truck I " 

" Not a bad stcary," said the smoker on the box» 

I confess I made internally a parallel remark. Naturally ro- 
bust as my faith is, I could not, as Hamlet says, let " Belief lay 
hold of me," with the coachman's narratiye in his hand, like a 
•opy of a writ* I am no stranger, indeed, to the peculiar 
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hardihood of our native yeomanry; but Ned, in his zeal for 
their credit, had certainly overdrawn the truth. As to his 
doctrine of presentiments, it had never been one of the subjects 
of my speculations ; but on a superficial view, it appeared to me . 
improbable that life or death, in cases of casualty, could be pre- 
determined with such certainty as he had averred ; and parti- 
cularly as I happen to know a certain lady, who has been accept- 
ing the Bills of Mortality at two months' date, for many years 
past — ^but has never honoured them when due. It was fated, 
however, that honest Ned was to be confirmed in his theories 
and corroborated in his facts. 

We had scarcely trotted half a mile in meditative silence, 
when we overtook a sturdy pedestrian, who was pacing the 
breadth as well as the length of the road, rather more like a land 
surveyor than a mere traveller. He evidently belonged to the 
agricultural class, which Ned had distinguished by the title of 
Small Farmers. Like Scott's Liddesdale yeoman, he wore a 
shaggy dreadnought, below which you saw two well-fatted 
calves, penned in a pair of huge top-boots — the tops and the 
boots being of such different shades of brown as you may ob- 
serve in two arable fields of various soil, a rich loam and a day. 
In his hand he carried a formidable knotted club-stick, and a 
member of the Heralds' College would have set him down at 
once a tenant of the Earl of Leicester, he looked so like a bear 
with a ragged staff. 

I observed that Ned seemed anxious. One of his leaders was 
a bolter, and his wheelers were far from steady ; and the man 
ahead walked not quite so straightly as if he had been plough- 
ing a furrow. We were almost upon him — Ned gave a sharp 
halloo — ^the man looked back, and wavered. A minute decided 
the matter. He escaped Scylla, but Charybdis yawned for him — 
in plain prose, he cleared the Rocket, but contrived to get under 
the broad wheel of a Warwickshire waggon, which was passing 
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in the opposite directioiu There was still a chance,— even a 
fly-waggon may be stopped without mndi notice — but the 
waggoner was inside, sweethearting with three maids that were 
going to Coventry. Every voice cried out Woh ! but the right 
one. The horses plodded on — ^the wheels rumbled — the bells 
jingled — ^we all thought a knelL 

Ned instantly pulled up, with his team upon their haunches — 
we all alighted, and in a moment the sixteen the Eocket was 
licensed to carry were at the fatal spot. In the midst of the 
circle lay, what we considered a bundle of last linen just come 
home tem the mangle. 

" That's a dead un," said the smoker, throwing away as he 
spoke the butt-end of a cigar. 

" Poor wretch," exclaimed the humane man from the roof, 
" what a shocking spectacle 1 " 

" It's over his cheat," said I. 

" It's all over," said the passenger on my right. 

" And a happy release," said a lady on my left ; " he must 
have been a cripple for life." 

" He can't have a whole rib in his body," said a man from 
the dicky. 

'* Hall to hattums," said a gentleman from the inside. 

" The worst I ever see, and I've had the good luck to see 
many," said the guard. 

" No, he can't get over that," said Ned himself. 

To our astonishment, however, the human mass still breathed. 
After a long sigh it opened one eye — the right — then the other 
— the mouth gasped — the tongue moved — and at last even 
spoke, though in disjointed syllables. 

We're nigh — ^hand — an't we — the nine— milestun P " 
Tea — ^yes — dose to it," answered a dozen voices, and one 
in its bewilderment asked, " Do you live there P " but was set 
right by the sufferer himself. 
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10 TEB Bxra.OVKO. 

" No — & mile fudder." 

" Wbeie is there a su^eon P " uked the humane man, "I 
win ride off for him on one of the leaden." 

"Better not," uid the phlegmatic emoker, vho had lighted a 
&nh cigar with some German tinder and a ludfer — " not uied 
bi saddle — may want a eurgeon yourself." 

" Is there never a doctor among the company F " inquired the 
guard. 

"I am a medical man," replied a squat Tulgar-looldng per- 
sonege. " I sell Morison's pills — but I haven't any about me." 

" Olad of it," said the smoker, casting a long puff in the 
other's &oe. 




" Poor wretch 1 " sighed the compassionate man. " He is 
beyond human aid. Heaven help the widow and the fatheriess 
— he looks like a family man I " 

" I were not to blaame," said the waggoner. " The woife and 
^ilderin can't ooom upon I." 
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** Does anyone know who he is P " inquired the coachman, but 
there was no answer. 

" Maybe the gemman has a card or summut," said the gentle- 
man from the inside. 

" Is there no house near P " inquired the lady. 
For to get a shutter off on," added the gentleman. 
Ought we not to procure a postchaise/' inquired a gentle- 
man's footman. 

" Or a shell, in case," suggested the man from the dicky. 

" Shell be hanged 1 " said the sufferer, in a tone that made us 
all jump a yard backward. " Stick me up agin the milestun — 
there, easy does it — ^that's comfortable — and now tell me, and 
no nonsense, — be I flat P " 

" A little pancakey," said the man with the cigar. 

I say," repeated the sufferer, with some earnestness, 
be I flat — quite flat — as flat like as a sheet of paper P Yes or 
nop" 

" No, no, no," burst from sixteen voices at once, and the as- 
surance seemed to take as great a load off his mind as had 
lately passed over his body. By an effort he contrived to get 
up and sit upon the milestone, from which he waved us a good- 
bye, accompanied by the following words : — 

" Gentlefolk, my best thanks and my sarvice to you, and a 
pleasant journey. Don't consam yourselves about me, for there's 
nothing dangerous. I shall do well, I know I shall ; and I*U 
tell you what I go upon — ^if I bean't flat I shall get round." 
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JOHNSONIANA. 

''None despise pnns bat those who caimot make them." — Swift. 

To the Editor qf the Comic Annual. 
Sib, 

As I am but an occasional reader in the temporary in- 

diligence of intellectual relaxation, I have but TeoeaWij \yb^T&ft 
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cognizant of the metropolitan publication of Mr. Mnrray*8 Mr. 
Groker's Mr. Boswell's Dr. Johnson : a circamatance the mora 
to be deprecated, for if I had been simultaneoiuly aware of that 
amalgamation of miscellaneous memoranda I could haye contri- 
buted a personal quota of characteristic colloquial anecdotes to 
the biographical reminiscences of the multitudinous lexicographer, 
which although founded on the basis of indubitable yeracity, has 
neyer transpired among the multifarious effusions of that stupen- 
dous complication of mechanical ingenuity, which, according to 
the technicalities in usage in our modem nomenclature, has ob- 
tained the universal cognomen of the press. Expediency im- 
periously dictates that the nominal identity of the hereditary 
kinsman, from whom I derive my authoritative responsibility, 
shall be inviolable and umbrageously obscured ; but in future 
variorum editions his voluntary addenda to the already inestim- 
able concatenation of circumstantial particularisation might 
typographically be discriminated from the literary accumulations 
of the indefatigable Boswell and the vivacious Piozzi, by the 
significant classification of Boz, Poz, and Coz. 

In posthumously eliciting and philosophically elucidating the 
phenomena of defunct luminaries, whether in reference to cor- 
poreal, physiognomical, or metaphysical attributes, justice de- 
mands the strictest scrupulosity, in order that the heterogeneous 
may not preponderate over the homogeneous in the critical 
analysis. Metaphorically speaking, I am rationally convinced 
that the operative point I am about to develop will remove a 
pertinacious film from the eye of the biographer of the memor- 
able Dr. Johnson ; and especially with reference to that reiterated 
verbal aphorism so preposterously ascribed to his conversational 
inculcation, namely, that " he who would make a pun would 
pick a pocket ; " however irrelevant such a doctrinarian maxim 
to the irrefragable fact, that in that colossal monument of 
etymobgical erudition erected by the stupendous Doctor himself 
(of course implying his inestimable Dictionaiy), the paramount 
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pit, scope, and UsnAeaej of hia laborioiu leaearchea wu obvioiulj 
to gire u nunj meaniiigB as posiible to one word. In order, 
howBTCT, to place hypothesis on the immutable fbundation of 
fact, I will, vith your periodical permiBsioni adduce a few John- 
■onian repartees from my cousin's anecdotical memorabilia, which 
will penpicuonsly erolve the synthetical conclusion, that the in- 
imitable author of Basselas did not dogmatically predicate such 
an af^rarated degree of moral turpitude iu the perpetratitxi of a 
double entendre. 

Apolog:istically requestmg indulgence for the epistolaiy laxity 
of an unpremeditated efi^on, I remain. Sir, 

Tout very humble obedient servant, 
Septimcs Eeakdon. 
LicJ^ld, OcUisr 1, 1633. 

"Do you really believe, Dr. Johnson," said a Lichfield lady, 
"in the dead walking after death P" — "Madam," said John- 
son, "I hfiTe no doubt on the subject j I have heard the Dead 
Jfarch in SaoL" " Tou really believe then, Doctor, in ghosts F " 
— " Madam," said Johnson, " I think appearance are iu tiudr 
fntsax." 

The Doctor was notoriously very superstitious. The same 
lady once asked him — " if he ever felt any presentiment at a 
winding-sheet in the candle."—" Uadam," said Johnson, " if a 
mimtd candle, it doubtless indicates death, and that somebody 
will go out like a tmffi but whether at Hampton fFiek or in 
Orteee, most depend upon the gravei." 

Dr. Johnson was not comfortable iu the Hebrides. "Pray, 
Doctor, how did you sleep F " inquired a benevolent Scotch bos- 
teaa, who was so extremely hospitable that some hundreds al- 
ways occnpied the same bed. — " Uadam," said Johnson, " I had 
Bot a wink the whole night loug ; sleep seemed to fiei &om my 
tqrslida, and to hy from all the rest of my body." 

The Doctor and Boswell once lost themselves in the Isle of 
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Unek, ud the latter said thej mart "^ier tbdi ws; at tlie fint 
body tfaey met." "Sir," uid Di. Johnson, "you're a seoon- 
drel : you may spear anybody yoa like, but I am not going to 
' run a-Muck and tilt at all I meet.' " 




" What do yon think of whiskey. Dr. Johnson ? " hiccupped 
Boswell after emptying a sixth tumbler of toddy. " Sir," said 
the Doctor, " it penetrates my veiy soul like ' the tmall-ttiU vtrics 
of consdence,* and doubtless the worm of the still is the ' worm 
that never dies.'" Boswell afterwards inquired the Doctor's 
opinion on Ulidt distillation, and how the great moralist would 
act in an affray between the smugglers and the Excise. " If I 
went oy the letter of the law I should assist the ClUtom^ but 
according to the tptrit I should stand by the contrabands." 

The Doctor was always very satirical on the want of timber 
in the North. " Sir," he said to the young Laird of Icombally, 
who was going to join his regiment, " may Froridence preserve 
yoa in battle, and especially your netber Umbs. You may i^row 
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a waUdng-stick here, but you must import a wooden leg." At 
Dunsinane the old prejudice broke out " Sir," said he to Bos- 
well, " Macbeth was an idiot ; he ought to haye known that 
eveiy wood in Scotland might be carried in a man's hand. The 
Scotch, Sir, are like the frogs in the fable : if they had a Log 
they would make a King of it." 

Boswell one day expatiated at some length on the moral and 
religious character of his countiymen, and remarked trium- 
phantly that there was a Cathedral at Kirkwall, and the remains 
of a Bishop's Palace. " Sir," said Johnson, " it must have been 
the poorest of Sees : take your Eum and Eff^ and Mull altogether, 
and they won't provide for a Bishop" 

East India company is the worst of all company. A Lady 
fresh from Calcutta once endeavoured to curry Johnson's favour 
by talking of nothing but howdahs, doolies, and bungalows, till 
the Doctor took, as usual, to t^n. " Madam," said he, in a 
tone that would have scared a tiger out of a jungle, ** Lidia's 
very well for a rubber or for a bandana, or for a cake of ink, 
but what with its Bhurtpore, Pablumpore, Barrackpore, Hydera- 
pore, Singapore, and Nagpore, its Hyderabad, Astrabad, Bundle- 
bad, Sindbad, and Guzzaratbadbad, it's a poor and bad countiy 
altogether." 

Master M., after plaguing Miss Seward and Dr. Darwin, and 
a large tea party at Lichfield, said to his mother that he would 
be good if she would give him an apple. " My dear child," said 
the parent, feeling herself in the presence of a great moralist, 
« you ought not to be good on any consideration of gain, for 
* virtue is its own reward.' You ought to be good disinterestedly, 
and without thinking what you are to get for it." '^ Madam," 
said Dr. Johnson, " you are a fool ; would you have the boy 
good for nothing ? " 

The same lady once consulted the Doctor on the degree of 
turpitude to be attached to her son's robbing an orchard. 




THE APPARITION. 

A TBCE BTOBT. 



" To keep without a reef in a gale of wind like that — Jock 
was the only boatmen on the Firth of Tay to do it I " — 

" He had aail enongh to blow him over Dnndee Law." — 

" She's emptied her ballast and come up again, — with hei 
sails all standing — erery sheet was belayed with a donble turn." 

I give the sense rather than the sonnd of the for^^iog 
tpeeches, for the speakers were all Dundee feny-boatmen, and 
broad Scotchmen, using the eitra-wide dialect of Angos^aMre 
and Fife. 

At the other end of the low-roofed room, under a coarse white 
sheet, sprinkled with sprigs of rac and rosemary, dimly lighted 
1^ a small candle at the head, and another at the feet, lay the 
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object of their comments — a corpse of startling magnitude. In 
life, poor Jock was of unnsnal stature, but stretching a little, 
perhaps, as is usual in death, and advantaged by the narrow 
limits of the room, the dimensions seemed absolutely superna- 
tural. During the warfiure of the Allies against Napoleon, Jock, 
a fellow of some natiye humour, had distinguished himself by 
singing about the streets of Dundee, ballads, I believe his own, 
against old Boney. The nick-name of Ballad-Jock was not his 
only reward ; the loyal burgesses subscribed among themselves, 
and made him that fatal gift, a ferry-boat, the management of 
which we have just heard so seriously reviewed. The catastrophe 
took place one stormy Sunday, a furious gale blowing against 
the tide, down the river — and the Tay is anything but what the 
Irish call " weak tay," at such seasons. In fact, the devoted 
Nelson, with all sails set, — fair-weather fashion, — caught aback 
in a sudden gust, — after a convulsive whirl capsized, and went 
down in forty fathoms, taking with her two-and-twenty persons, 
the greater part of whom were on their way to hear the cele- 
brated Dr. Chalmers, — even at that time highly popular, — 
though preaching in a small church at some obscure village, I 
forget the name, in Fife. After all the rest had sunk in the 
waters, the huge figure of Jock was observed clinging to an 
oar, barely afloat, — when some sufferer probably catching hold 
of his feet, he suddenly disappeared, still grasping the oar, 
which afterwards springing upright into the air, as it rose again 
to the surface, showed the fearful depth to which it had been 
carried. The body of Jock was the last found ; about the fifth 
day, it was strangely enough deposited by the tide almost at 
the threshold of his own dwelling, at the Craig, a small pier or 
jetty, frequented by the ferry-boats. It had been hastily caught 
up, and in its clothes laid out in the manner just described, 
lying as it were in state, and the public, myself one, being freely 
admitted, as far as the room would hold, it was crowded by 
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fish-wives, mariners, and other shore-haunters, except a few feet 
next the corpse, which a natural awe towards the dead kept 
always yacant. The narrow death's door was crammed with 
eager listening and looking heads, and by the buzzing without, 
there was a large surplus crowd in waiting before the dwelling 
for their turn to enter it. 

On a sudden, at a startling exclamation from one of those 
nearest the bed, all eyes were directed towards that quarter. 
One of the candles was guttering and sputtering near the socket, 
— ^the other just twinkling out, and sending up a stream of rank 
smoke, — ^but by the light, dim as it was, a slight motion of the 
sheet was perceptible just at that part where the hand of the 
dead mariner might be supposed to be lying at his side 1 A 
scream and shout of horror burst from all within, echoed, though 
ignorant of the cause, by another from the crowd without. A 
general rush was made towards the door, but egress was impos- 
sible. Nevertheless horror and dread squeezed up the company 
in the room to half their former compass : and left a far wider 
blank between the living and the dead I I confess at first I 
mistrusted my sight; it seemed that some twitching of the 
nerves of the eye, or the flickering of the shadows, thrown by 
the unsteady flame of the candle, might have caused some opti- 
cal delusion ; but after several minutes of sepulchral silence 
and watching, the motion became more awfully manifest, now 
proceeding slowly upwards, as if the hand of the deceased, still 
beneath the sheet, was struggling up feebly towards his head. 
It is possible to conceive, but not to describe, the popular con- 
sternation, — the shrieks of women, — the shouts of men — the 
struggles to gain the only outlet, choked up and rendered im- 
passable by the very eftbrts of desperation and fear ! — Clinging 
to each other, and with ghastly faces that dared not turn from 
the object of dread, the whole assembly backed with united 
force against the opposite wall, with a convulsive energy that 
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threatened to force out the yeiy side of the dvrelling — ^when, 
startled before by silent motion, but now by sound, — ^with a 
smart rattle something fell from the bed to the floor, and dis- 
entangling itself from the death drapery, displayed — a large 
pound Grab I — ^The creature, with some design, perhaps sinister, 
had been secreted in the ample clothes of the drowned seaman, 
but even the comparative insignificanoe of this apparition gave 
but little alleviation to the superstitious horrors of the spectators, 
who appeared to believe firmly, that it was only the Evil One 
himself, transfigured. — Wherever the crab straddled sidelong, 
infirm beldame and sturdy boatman equally shrank and retreated 
before it, — aye, even as it changed place, to crowding closely 
round the corpse itself, rather than endure its diabolical contact. 
The crowd outside, warned by cries from within, of the pre- 
sence of Mahound, had by this time retired to a respectful dis- 
tance, and the crab, doing what herculean sinews had failed to 
effect, cleared itself a free passage through the door in a twink- 
ling, and with natural instinct began crawling as fast as he could 
clapperclaw, down the little jetty before mentioned that led into 
his native sea. The Satanic Spirit, however disguised, seemed 
everywhere distinctly recognised. Many at the lower end of the 
Craig leapt into their craft ; one or two even into the water, 
whilst others crept as close to the verge of the pier as they could, 
leaving a thoroughfare — wide as ** the broad path of honour," 
— ^to the Infernal Cancer. To do him justice, he straddled 
along with a very unaffected unconsciousness of his own evil 
importance. He seemed to have no aim higher than salt water 
and sand, and had accomplished half the distance towards them, 
when a little decrepit poor old sea-roamer, generally known as 
" Creel Katie,*' made a dexterous snatch at a hind daw, and 
before the Crab-Devil was aware, deposited him in her patch- 
woric apron, with an '' Hech, Sirs, what for are ye gaun to let 
gang siccan a braw partane P " In vain a hundred voices shouted 
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out, " Let him bide, Katie, — he's no caimie ; *' fish or fiend, 
the resolute old dame kept a fast clutch of her prize, promising 
him, moreover, a comfortable simmer in the mickle pat, for the 
benefit of herself and that *' puir silly body the g^deman : *' and 
she kept her word. Before night the poor Devil was dressed in 
his shell, to the infinite horror of all her neighbours. Some even 
said that a black figure, with horns, and wings, and hoofs, and 
forky tail, in fact old Clooty himself, had been seen to fly out of 
the chimney. Others said that unwholesome and unearthly 
smells, as of pitch and brimstone, had reeked forth from the 
abominable thing, through door and window. Creel Kate, how- 
ever, persisted, aye, even to her dying day and on her deathbed, 
that the Crab was as sweet a Crab as ever was supped on ; and 
that it recovered her old husband out of a very poor low way, — 
adding, *' And that was a thing, ye ken, the Deil a Deil in the 
Dub of Darkness wad hae dune for siccan a gude man, and kirk- 
going Christian body, as my ain douce Davie." 



A BLIND MAN 

Is a BlacKamoor turned outside in. His skin is fair, but his 
lining is utter dark; his eyes are like shotten stars, — ^mere 
jellies ; or like mock-painted windows since the tax upon day- 
light : what his mind's eye can be, is yet a mystery with the 
learned, or if he hath a mental capacity at all — ^for, " out of sight 
is out of mind." 

Wherever he stands, he is antipodean, with his midnight to 
your noon. The brightest sunshine serves only to make him 
the gloomier object ; like a dark house at a general illumination. 
When he stirs, it is like a Venetian blind, being pulled up and 
down by a string ; he is a human kettle tied to a dog*s tail, and 
with much of the same tin twang in his tone. With botanists 
he is a species of solanum, or night-shade, whereof the berries 
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ire in hu eyea; — amongst painters he is only conUnmed, fof 
his ignorance of claie-obscnie ; but by niuicianB nurrelled at 




for playing, ante-sight, on an invisible Sddle. He stands 
aguntt a wall with his two blank orbs, like a figure in high re- 
lief, howbeit but seldom relieved ; and though he is fond of get- 
ting pence, yet he is confeuedly blind to his own interest. 

In his religion he is a materialist, putting no faith but in 
things palpable. In politics, no visionary; in his learning a 
smatterer, his knowledge of all beiDg snperficial ; in his sge a 
chUd, being yet in leading-strings ; in his life immortal, for 
death may lengthen his night, but can put no end to his days ; in 
his coniage, heroic, for be winks at no danger ; in his preten- 
■ions bumble, confessing &iA he ia nothing, even in his own 
tjea ; in his malady hopeleti, for eyes of JoaUpy-glasa would not 
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hel|) him to see. To coQclude — lie is pitied by the ricli, rclievtiJ 
by the poor, oppressed by the besdle, imd horse-whipped by the 
fox-hunt«r, for not giving the view holloa I 




THE SUPPEH SUPERSTITION. 
A PATUETic Ballad. 

"Oh fisib, B»h, how tit chon flsbiSedl" — Ubkout:o. 



"TwAg twelve o'clock by Chelsea chin 

When all in hungry trim, 
Qood Mister Jupp sat down to sup 

With wife, and Kate, and Jim. 

u. 
Said he, " Upon this dainty cod 

How bravely I shaU sup," — 
When, whiter than the table-cloth, 

A GHOST came Dung up I 
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m. 
" O, &ther dear, 0, motber dear, 

Dear Kate, and brother Jim, — 
You know when some one went to sea,— 

Don't ciy — but I am him I 

IV. 

" You hope some day with fond embrace 

To greet your absent Jack, 
But oh, I am come here to say 

I'm never coming back ! 

V. 

" From Alexandria we set sail, 

With com, and oil, and figs. 
But steering ' too much Sow,' we struck 

Upon the Sow and Pigs I 

VI. 

" The Ship we pump'd till we could see 

Old England from the tops ; 
When down she went with all our hands. 

Bight in the Channel's Chops. 

VII. 

'* Just give a look in Norey's chart. 

The very place it tells ; 
I think it says twelve fathom deep. 

Clay bottom, mixed with shells. 

VIII. 

" Well, there we are till ' hands aloft,' 

We have at last a call ; 
The pug I had for brother Jim, 

Kate's parrot too, and alL 
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"But oh, my Bpirit cannot lest, 

In Davy Jones's sod. 
Till I've appear*)! to jou and said,— 

Dou't sup on that 'en Cod I 



" You lire on land, and little think 

What passes in the sea; 
Last Sunday week, at 2 p.m. 

That Cod was picking me 1 

" lliose oysters too, that look so plump. 

And seem so nicely done, 
Tbey put my corpse in many shells, 

Instead of only one. 

XII. 

" O, do not eat those oysters then. 
And do not touch the shrimps ; 

When I was in my briny grave, 
They suck'd my blood like imps 1 

ZIII. 

" Don't eat what brutes would nerei eat. 

The brutes I used to pat, 
They'll know the smell they used to smell j 

Just tiy the dog and cat I " 



The Spirit fled— they wept his fate. 
And cried. Alack, alack 1 

At last up slart«d brother Jim, 
« Let's tiy if Jack was Jadi I " 



A BNAKB-SHACK. 
XV. 

Tbey call'd the Bog, they call'd the Cat, 

And little Kitten too. 
And down they put the Cod and aanee. 

To see what brutes would do. 

XTI, 

Old Tny lick'd all the oyitan up. 

Pass nerer stood at crimps. 
But muncb'd the Cod — and little Kit 

Quite feasted on the shrimps 1 
xni. 
The thing was odd, and minus Cod 

And sance, tiiey stood like posts ; 
0, pnident folks, for fear of hoax. 

Put no belief in Ghosts ! 




A SNAKE-SNACK. 

" Twine ys, twine ye."— Sw W. Soott, 

It was my good fortune once, at Charing Cross, to witness 

the feeding of the Boa Constrictor ; rather a ran ocounenoe, 

and difficult of observation, the reptile not being remarkable fui 

VOL .II. S 
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the rc^l&rity of its diimer-ti(nii ; and a veiy considerable in- 
terval interreneg, u the world knows, between Gorge the First, 
and Gorge the Second, Gorge the Third, and Gorge the Fourth. 
I waa not in time to see the serpent's first dart at the piey; she 




had already twisted herself round her viotim,— a living White 
Babbit — who with a large dark eye gazed piteously through 
one of the folds, and looked most eloquently that line in 
Hamlet— 

"0 ecoM I ahaffleoS this mortal enl/" 

ne Snake evidently only embraced him in a kill-htm-when-l> 
want-him manner, just firmly enough to prevent an escape — bvl 
her lips were glued on his, in a close " Judas' kiss." So long 
a time elapsed, in this position, both as marble-atill as poor old 
Laocoon with his leaches on, that I really began to doubt the 
tale of the Boa's ability in swallowing ; and to associate the 
hoax before me, with that of the Bottle Conjuror. The bead 
of the snake, in (act, might have gone without difficulty into a 
srine-glasa, and the throat, down whidi the rabbit was to pro. 
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oeed whole, seemed not at all thicker than my thumb. In 
■hort, I thought the xeported cram was nothing but iii^t and 
the only other Tisitor declared himself of my opinion : "If that 
'en little wiper swaUows up the rabbit, IH bolt nm both 1 " 
and he seemed capable of the feat. He looked like a personifi- 
cation of what Political Economists call the Public Consumer; 
or, Geoffiey Crayon's Stout Gentleman, seen through Carpen- 
ter's Solar Microscope; a genuine Edax Berum; one of your 
dcYourers of legs of mutton and trimmings, for wagers : the 
delight of eating-houses, and the dread of ordinaries/ The con- 
trast was whimsical, between his mountain of mummy, and the 
slim Macaroni figure of the Snake, the reputed Glutton. How- 
ever, the Boa began at last to prepare for the meal, by lubricat- 
ing the muzsle of the Rabbit with her slimy tongue, and then 
commenced in earnest, 

As Iw M in her Uy to take him in. 
A Btrenger dying with so fair a skin. 

The process was tedious — '* one swallow makes a summer " — 
but it gradually became apparent, from the fate of the head, 
that the whole body might eventually be '' lost in the Serpentine." 
The Keptile, indeed, made ready for the rest of the interment by 
an operation rather horrible. On a sudden, the living cable was 
observed, as a sailor would say, to haul in her slack, and with a 
squeeze evincing tremendous muscular power, she reduced the 
whole body into a compass that would follow the head with per- 
fect ease. It was like a regular smash in business : — ^the poor 
rabbit was completely broken — and the wily winder-up of his 
affiidrs recommenced paying herself in full. It was a sony sight 
and sickening. As for the Stout Gentleman, he could not con- 
trol his agitation. His eyes rolled and watered ; his jaws con- 
stantly yawned like a panther's ; and his hands with a convul- 
sive movement were dasped eveiy now and then on his stomach; 
—but when the whole rabbit was smothered in snake, he oould 
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mtnin hinuelf no longer, uid nuhed out of the menagerie u if 
he really expected to be called upon to fulfil his rash engagement- 
Anxious to ascertain the true nature of the impnlae, I hurried in 
pursuit of him, and after a ehort but sharp chase, I saw him 
daah into the Bntidi Hotel, and overheard his familiar Toice^ 
the same that had pTOmised to swallow both Snake and Snack — 
bellowing out, guttural with hunger — " Here 1 — waiter 1— 
Quick 1 — Babbits in onions for two I " 




A 8T0BM AT HASTINGS 

AND THE LITTLE DN'KNOWK. 

'TwAS August — Hastings every day was filling — 
Hastings, that " greenest spot on memorv's waste 1 " 
With crowds of idlers willing or unwilling 
To be bedipped— be noticed— or be braced, 
And all things rose a penny in a flhilling. 
Meanwhile, from window and from door, in haste 
" Accommodation bills " kept coming down. 
Gladding " the world of letters " in that town. 
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Eecli d&7 poni'd k new coach-fulls of new cits. 
Plying from London smoke and dust annoying, 
Unmarried Misses hoping to make hits. 
And new-wed couples fresh from Tunbridge toying. 
Lacemen and placemen, ministers and wits. 
And Quakers of both sexes, much enjoying 
A morning's reading by the ocean's rim. 
That aect delighting in the sea's broad brim. 




And lo I amongst all these appear'd a creature, 
80 small, he almost might a twin hare been. 
With Miss CTachami — dwarfish quite in stature, 
Tet well proportion'd — neither fat noi lean. 
His face of marvellously pleasant feature. 
So short and sweet a man was never seen— 
AH thought him charming at the fint beginning— 
Alas, ere long they found hi'" fai too winning 1 
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Hb Hsm'd in lore with dunoe— end dianoe npald 

Hi* ardott punon with her fbndert miilB, 

The nuuhine of good luck, without a ihade, 

Hb ttaked and won — and won and staked — the bib 

It ■tin'd of many a man and manj a maid. 

To aes at enrj Tentue liow that vile 

Bmall gambler snatch'd — and how he won them too— 

A linng Pam, omnipotent at loo 1 




Hiu Wiggins Kt her heart upon a box, 

Twai handaome, rosewood, and inlaid with braas, 

And dreamt three times she gamish'd it with stocka, 

Of needlea, aflka, and oottons— but alas t 

She lost it wide awake.— We thought Misa Cox 

Was Inoky— bnt she sew three caddies pass 

To that small imp : — no living lack conld loo him I 

Sir Stamford would h&ye lost hia TUfflB^ to him ! 
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And 80 he dimb'd — and rode, and won — and walked. 
The wondrous topic of the canons swann 
That haunted the Parade. Many were balk'd 
Of notoriety by that small form 
Pacing it up and down : — some even talked 
Of ducking him — when lo 1 a dismal storm 
Stepp'd in — one Friday, at the dose of day — 
And every head was tum'd another way- 
Watching the grander guest. It seem'd to rise 
Bulky and slow upon the southern brink 
Of the horizon — fann'd by sultry sighs — 
So black and threatening, I cannot think 
Of any simile, except the skies 
Miss Wiggins sometime shades in Indian ink— 
ifilM-shapen blotches of such heavy vapour. 
They seem a deal more solid than her paper. 

As for the sea, it did not fret, and rave. 
And tear its waves to tatters, and so dash on 
The stony-hearted beach ; — some bards would have 
It always rampant, in that idle faehion,— 
Whereas the waves roU'd in, subdued and grave. 
Like schoolboys, when the master's in a passion. 
Who meekly settle in and take their places, 
With a very quiet awe on aU their faces. 

Some love to draw the ocean with a head, 
like troubled table-beer, — and make it bounce, 
And froth and roar, and fling — ^but this, I've said. 
Surged in scarce rougher than a lady's flounce : — 
But then, a grander contrast thus it bred 
With the wild welkin, seeming to pronounce 
Something more awful in the serious ear. 
As one would whisper that a lion's 
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Who just begins to roar ; so the hoarse thunder 
QrowFd long — ^but low — a prelude note of death, 
As if the stifling clouds yet kept it under, 
But still it mutter'd to the sea beneath 
Such a continued peal, as made us wonder 
It did not pause more oft to take its breath. 
Whilst we were panting with the sultry weather. 
And hardly cared to wed two words together, 

But watch'd the surly advent of the storm, 
Much as the brown-cheek'd planters of Barbadoes 
Must watch a rising of the Negro swarm: — 
Meantime it steer'd, like Odin's old Armadas, 
Bight on our coast ; — a dismal, coal-black form; — 
Many proud gaits were quell'd — and all bravadoes 
Of folly ceased — and sundry idle jokers 
Went home to cover up their tongs and pokers. 

So fierce the lightning flashed. In all their days 
The oldest smugglers had not seen such flashiug. 
And they are used to many a pretty blaze. 
To keep their Hollands from an awkward clashing 
With hostile cutters in our creeks and bays : — 
And truly one could think without much lashing 
The fancy, that those coasting clouds so awful 
And black, were fraught with spirits as unlawful. 

The gay Parade grew thin — all the fair crowd 
Vanished — as if they knew their own attractions, — 
Tor now the lightning through a near hand cloud 
Began to make some very crooked fractions — 
Only some few remain'd that were not oow'd, 
A few rough sailors, who had been in actions. 
And sundry boatmen, that with quick yeo's, 
Lest it should bUne^ — were pulling up the Boae : 
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• 

(So flowery but a boat) — some more hauling 
The Begent by the head : — another crew 
With that same cry peculiar to their calling'^ 
Were heaving up Ihe Eope : — and as they knew 
The yery gods themselves oft get a mauling 
In their own realms, the seamen wisely drew 
The Neptune rather higher on the beach. 
That he might lie beyond his billows' reach. 

And now the storm, with its despotic power 
Had all usurp'd the azure of the skies, 
Making our daylight darker by an hour, 
And some few drops — of an unusual size — 
Pew and distinct — scarce twenty to the shower, 
Eell like huge tear-drops from a Giant's eyes— 
But then this sprinkle thicken'd in a trice 
And rain'd much Jiarder — in good solid ice. 

Oh ! for a very storm of words to show 
How this fierce crash of hail came rushing o'er us I 
Handel would make the gusty organs blow 
Grandly, and a rich storm in music score us ! — 
But ev'n his music seem'd composed and low. 
When we were handled by this Hailstone Chorus ; 
Whilst thunder rumbled, with its awful sound, 
And frozen comfits roU'd along the ground — 

As big as bullets : — Lord I how they did batter 
Our crazy tiles : — ^And now the lightning flash'd 
Alternate with the dark, until the latter 
Was rarest of the two : — the g^st too dash'd 
So terribly, I thought the hail must shatter 
Some panes, — and so it did — and first it smash'd 
The very square where I had chose my station 
To watch the general illuminatian. 
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Another, and snotber, still csme in, 

And fell in jingling niin at my feet, 

Making transparent holes ttiat let me inn 

Some samples of tLe storm : — Oh I it wu sweet 

To think I had a shelter for mj sldn, 

Culling them through these " loopholes of retreat " — 

Which in a little we b^an to glaze — 

Chilly with a jacUowel and some baize I 

By which, the clond had paas'd o'erhead, but play'd 

Its crooked fires in constant flashes still. 

Just in our rear, as though it had arnj'd 

Its heavy batteries at Fsirlight Mill, 

Bo that it lit the town, and grandly made 

The ragged features of the Castle HiU 

Leap, like a birth, from chaos, into light. 

And then relapse into the gloomy night — 

As parcel of the cloud: — the clouds themselTea, 
Like monBtrons crags and aommits ererlaating. 
Filed each on each in most gigantic shelreB, 
That Milton's devila were engaged in blastiog. — 
We could e'en fancy Satan and his elves 
Busy upon those crags, and erer casting 
Huge fragments loose — and that we felt the sound 
They made in foiling to the startled ground. 
And so the tempest scowl'd away, — and sooui 
Timidly shining through its skirts of jet. 
We saw the rim of the pacific moon. 
Like a bright fish entangled in a net. 
Flashing its silver sides, — how sweet a boon, 
Seem'd her sweet light, as though it would beget. 
With that fair smile, a calm upon the seas — 
Feaoe in the sky — and coolness in the breeie I 
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Mfcntime tlte lioil had oesaed : — and all the hnod 
Of glasifin stole abroad to ooimt theii gains j— 
At ereiy window, there wen maida who stood 
Tjiitmiit.iiig o'er the glass's small remains, — 
Or with coene linens made the IractiDat good, 
Stanching the wind in all the wounded panes, — 
Or, holding candles to the panes, in doubt ; 
Tbt wind resolved — blowing the candles ont. 
No honse was whole that had a southern front, — 
No green-honae but the same mishap befell : — 
Jfwwindowfl and M^'glasses bore the bnmt, — 

No sex in glass was spared ! Foi those who dwell 

On eaeh hQl side, yon might have swam a punt 
In any of their parlours ; — Mn. Snell 
Was sbpp'd out of her seati-^-and Ur. Hitcbin 
Had a,/fow'r-gsiden waeh'd into a Kiieien. 




Bat itin the aea was mild, and quite disohnm'd 
Tbt recent nolenee. — Each after each 



Go where the mDd Uadeln ripens her joioc^— 
A vine mora praised that it deaerre* to be I 
Qo pass the Cape, just capable of Ter-jnioe^ 
And think of me I 




Go where the Tiger is the darkneis prowletb, 
Miilring a niidiiight meal of he and she ; 
Go where the Lion in his hunger howteth. 

And think of me ! 
Go where the serpent dangerouslj coileth, 
Or lies along at full length like a tree. 
Go where the Sattee io hv own soot broileth. 

And think of me I 
Go where with human notes the Panot dealeth 
In mono^Uy.logue with tongue as &M, 
And like a woman, all she can rerealeth, 

And think of me I 



LINBa, 

Go to the land of miulm and nankeeniiig, 
And pBiasols of straw wlere hats tiltonld be. 
Go to the land of Blaves and palankeening, 
And think of me t 

Go to the land of Jungles and of vast hills. 
And tall bamboos — may none hmahootle thee t 
Go gaae upon their Elephants and Castles, 
And thinlc of me I 

Go where a cook must always be a currier. 
And parch the pepper'd palate like a pea. 
Go where the fierce musquito is a worrier, 
And think of me t 




Go where the maiden on a marriage plan goes, 
Consign'd for wedlock to Calcutta's quay, 
Wheie woman goes for mart, the same as mangoea, 
And think of me I 
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Go where the sun is very hot and fervent, 
Gt> to the land of pagod and mpee. 
Where every black will be your slave and servant, 

And think of me I 



THE NELSON. 



Thia here, your honour, upon wheels, is the trae genuine real NeUtmU Car, 

Guide to Gbbekwioh Hospital. 



" The Nelson," I repeated to myself, as I read that illus- 
trious name on the dicky of the vehicle — '' the Nelson." My 
fancy instantly converted the coach into a first-rate, the leaders 
and wheelers into sea-horses, the driver into Neptunus, brand- 
ishing a trident, and the guard into a Triton blowing his 
wreathed shell. There was room for one on the box, so I 
climbed up, and took my seat beside the coachman. '' Now, 
dap on all sail," said I, audibly, '' I am proud to be one of 
the crew of the great Nelson, the hero of Aboukir." 

** Begging your pardon," Sir, said the coachman, ** the Hero 
ain't a booker at Mrs. Nelson's : it goes from some other yard." 
Gracious powers 1 what a tumble down stairs for an idea ! As 
for mine, it pitched on its head, as stunned and stupefied as if 
it had rolled down the whole flight at the Monument. ** I have 
made a Bull, indeed," I exclaimed, as the noted inn at Aldgate 
occurred to my memory ; *' but we are the slaves of associatioD," 
I continued, addressing the coachman, " and the name of Nelson 
identified itself with the Union Jack." 

"I really can't say," replied the coachman, veiy civilly, 
** whether the name of Mrs. Nelson is down to the Slave Asso- 
ciations or not : but as for Jack, if you mean Jack Bunce, he's 
been off the Union these six months. Too fond of the Bar^ 
Sir " (here he tipped me the most significant of winks), " to 
keep his seat on the Bench.'' 
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" 1 alluded, my good fellow, to Nelson, the wonder of the 
maritime world — the dauntless leader when yard was opposed 
to yard, and seas teemed with blood." 

" We're all right— as right as a trivet," said the coachman, 
after a pause of perplexity ; ** I thought our notions were getting 
rather wide apart, and that one of us wanted putting straight ; 
but I see what you mean, and quite go along with your opinion, 
step for step. To be sure, Mrs. Nelson has done the world and 
all for coaching ; and the Wonder ia the crack of all the drags 
in London, and so is the Dauntless, let yard turn out agin yard, 
as you say, any day you like. And as for leaders, and teams 
full of blood, there's as pretty a sprinkling of blood in the tits 
I'm now tooling of — " 

" The vehicles of the proprietress, and the appearance of the 
animals, with their corresponding caparisons," said I, "have 
often gratified my visual organs and elicited my mental plaudits." 

** That's exactly what / says," replied the coachman, veiy 
briskly, *' there's no humbug nor no nonsense about Mrs. Nelson. 
You never see her a standing a-foaming and fretting in front o* 
the Bank, with a regular mob round her, and looking as if she'd 
bolt ¥dth the Quicksilver. And you never see her painted all 
over her body, wherever there's room for 'em, with Saracen 
Heads, and Blue Boars, and Brown Bears, from her roller bolts 
to her dicky and hind boot. She's plain and neat, and 
nothin' else — and is fondest of having her body of a claret 
colour, pick'd out with white, and won't suffer the Bull, no 
where, except on the back-gammon board." 

I know not how much further the whimsical description might 
have gone, if a strapping, capless, curly-headed lass, running 
with all her might and main, had not addressed a screaming re- 
tainer to the coachman. With some difficulty he puUed up, for 
he had been tacitly giving me a proof that the craft of Am Nelson 

was a first-rate, with regard to its rate of travelling. 
VOL. n. 4 
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" If yaa pleue, Hr. Stevens," said the pandiig (kmsel, hold- 
ing up Bomething towards the box-~-" if yon please, Mr. Sterena, 
mother's gone to Lonnon — in the light cart — mid will you be so 
kind as to gire hei — ^ber linchpin." 

Hr. Stevens took &m article with a amile, and I fancied with 
■ sly squeeze of the hand that delivered it. 

"If such a go had been anyone's bnt yoor mother's, Panny," 
he slyly remarked, " I should have said it was somebody in bve." 
The Dispatch was too strictly timed to allow of fuithor parley; 
the horses broke, or were rather broken, into a gallop, in pnr- 
soit of the mother of Panny, the Flower of Waltham ; and the 
pin secretly acting as a spur, we did the next five miles in 
■omething like twenty minutes. 

In spite, however, of this 
onuanal speed, we never 
overtook Mrs. Merryweathcc 
and her cart till we arrived 
at the Baaing-House, where 
we found her chirping over 
a cup of ale; as safe and 
sound as it linchpins had 
never been invented i in 
fact, she made as light of 
the article, when it i 
handed to her, as if it had ^ 
been only a pin out of her ^ 
gown I 

"Well, I must say one 
thing for Mis. Nelson," aaid our coachman, as he resumed his 
seat on the box, " and that's this. There's no pinning at the 
BulL She sets her face against everything but the patent boxes. 
She may come to a runaway with a bolter — or drop the ribbooa 
—or make a mistake in clearing a gate, by being a little lushj 
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— but yonll never see Tin. Nelnu l^ng flat on hei lide in tbe 
middle of the road, with her inaides gooe to smaah, and her 
oatudes weU distributed, beoause she's b«en lot go oat of the 
jard without one of her pins." 




SONNET 

to A BCOTOB QIEL, WA8HIN0 LINBM AFTH HXB OOUKni 



Wxu. done and wetly, thou Fair Uaid of Perth, 
Ttum mak'it a wuhing piotnre well deserring 
ThiB pta and penoilling of Wariungton Irving i 

lilBe dripping Naiad, ftaAj bma bta biitli. 



5t HY APOLOGY. 

Dashing about the water of the Eirth, 

To cleanse the calico of Mrs. Skirving, 

And never from thy dance of duty swerving 
As there were nothing else than dirt on earth I 
Yet what is thy reward P Nay, do not start I 

I do not mean to give thee a new damper, 
But while thou fillest this industrious part 

Of washer, wearer, mangier, presser, stamper. 
Deserving better character — thou art 

What Bodkin would but call — " a common tramper." 



MY APOLOGY. 



Gbntlb Eeadees, 

For the present month, there must be what Dr. John- 
son called a solution of continuity in my- ** Literary Beminis- 
oences.'* Confined to my chamber by what ought to be termed 
roomatism — ^then attacked by my old livery complaint — and 
finally, by a minor, but troublesome malady, the Present has too 
much prevailed over the Past, to let me indulge in any retro- 
spective reviews. In such cases, on the stage, when a Performer 
is unable to support his character, a substitute is usually found 
to read the part ; but, unfortunately, in the present case there is 
no part written, and consequently it cannot be read. But 
apropos of theatricals — there is an anecdote on point. 

In the Olympic days of the great EUiston, there was one 
evening a tremendous tumult at his Theatre, in consequence of 
the absence of a favourite performer. One man in the pit — a 
Butcher — ^was especially vociferous in his cry for " Carl I Carl ! 
Carl ! " Others called for the Manager, who duly made his ap- 
pearance, and black as the weather looked, he was the veiy sort 
of pDot to weather the storm. • With one of his princely bows 
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he proceeded to address the House. '* Ladies and Gentlemen — 
but by your leave I will address myself to a single individual. 
I will ask that gentleman (pointing to the vociferous Butcher) 
what right he has to demand the appearance of Mr. Carl P " 
" 'Cos," said the Butcher, " 'cos he's down in the Bill." Such 
an undeniable answer would have staggered any other Manager 
than EUiston, but he was not easily to be disconcerted. " Be- 
cause he is down in the bill ! " he echoed, in a tone of the 
loftiest indignation : ** Ladies and Gentlemen, the Mr. Carl, so 
unseasonably, so vociferously and so unfeelingly called for, is at 
this very moment labouring under severe illness — ^he is in bed. 
And let me ask, is a man, a fellow-creature, a human being, to 
be torn from his couch, from his home, on a cold night, from 
the affectionate attentions of his wife and family, at the risk of 
his valuable life perhaps, to go through a fatiguing part because 
he happens to be DOWN IN THE BILL P " [Cries of " Shame, 
shame 1 " from all parts of the house.] " And yet, ladies and 
gentlemen, there stands a man — if I may call him so — a Butcher, 
that for his own selfish gratification — the amusement of a few 
short hours — would risk the very existence of a deserving mem- 
ber of society, a good husband, father, friend, and one of your 
favourite actors, and all, forsooth, because he is DOWN IN THE 
BILL ! " [Universal hooting, with cries of " Turn him out."] 
" By all means," acquiesced the Manager, with one of his best 
bows — and the indignant pittites actually hooted and kicked 
their own champion out of the theatre, as something more than 
a Butcher, and less than a Christian. 

Now I am myself, gentle readers, in the same predicament 
with Mr. Carl. Like him I am an invalid — and like him I am 
unfortunately down in the Bill. It would not become me to set 
forth my own domestic or social virtues, or to hint what sort of 
gap my loss would make in society — still less would it consist 
with modesty to compare myself with a favourite actor — ^but aa 



M SOHSBT TO A DBCATXD BBAXAIT. 

% men Inmun being I tbitnr myself on jronr mercy, and aak, in 
ooauBtm ehBiity, would you luve had me lesTS my waim bod, to 
•hmr in a printer's damp sheets, at the risk of my reputation 
polups, and for the mere amusement of some half hour, or more 
probably for no amuMinent at all — simply because I was " tfewii 

But there is no such Butcher, or Butchereu, or little Batches 
bng, amongst you ; and by your good leare and patience, the 
JBitalment of my Beminiscences that is over due, shall be paid 
with intereat in the KEXT NUMBER. 




SONNET TO A DECAYED SEAMAN. 

Hail I eeventy-fonr cut down 1 Hail, Top and Lop I 
Unless I'm much mistalcen in my notion, 

Tbon wast a stirring Tar, before that hop 
Beeame so fatal to thy locomotion ; — 
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Now, thrown on shore, like a mere weed of ooean, 

Thou readest still to men a lesson good. 
To King and Country showing thy devotion. 

By kneeling thus upon a stump of wood ! 
Still is thy spirit strong as alcohol ; 

Spite of that limb, begot of acorn-egg, — 
Methinks, — ^thou Naval History in one Vol. — 

A virtue shines, e'en in that timber leg, 
For unlike others that desert their Poll, 

Thou walkest ever with thy ** Constant Peg 1 " 



THE GBEAT CONFLAGRATION. 



2)re(u[fiil Fire — Destruction of both Houses of Parliament — J%e 
Speaker's House gutted — Reports of Incendiarism, 

It is our unexpected lot to announce that the Houses of Lords 
and Commons, so often threatened with combustion, are in a 
state of actual ignition. At this moment, both fabrics are furi- 
ously burning. We are writing this paragraph without the aid 
of lamp or candles ; by the mere reflection of the flames. No- 
thing is known of the origin of the fire, although it is throwing 
a light upon everything else. — Evening Star, 

The devouring element which destroyed Covent Gkurden and 
Drury Lane, the Boyalty and the Pantheon, has made its ap- 
pearance on a new stage, equally devoted to declamatory elocu- 
tion. St. Stephen's Chapel is in flames ! The floor which was 
trodden by the eloquent legs of a Fox, a Burke, a Pitt, and a 
Sheridan, is reduced to a heap of ashes ; and the benches which 
sustained the Demosthenic weight of a Wyndham, a Whitbread» 
and a Wilberforoe, are a mere mass of charooaL The very roof 
that re-echoed the dassicalities of Canning is nodding to its fsXL 
In Parliamentary language. Fire is in possession of the House : 
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the Destractive spirit is on its legs, and the Conservative prin- 
ciple can offer but a feeble opposition. — Laify Post. 

The blow is struck. What we have long foreseen has come 
to pass. Incendiarism triumphs 1 The whole British Empire, 
as represented by the three estates, is in a blaze 1 The Throne, 
the Lords, and the Commons, are now burning. The cyde is 
complete. The spirit of Guy Fawkes revives in 1834 ! 

England seems to have changed places with Italy ; London 
with Naples. We stand hourly on the brink of a crater ; every 
step we take is on a solfaterra — not a land of Sol Ea, as some 
musical people would translate it; but a frail crust, with a 
treacherous subsoil of ardent brimstone 1 At length the eyes of 
our rulers are opened ; but we must ask, could nothing short of 
such an eruption awaken them to a sense of the perilous state of 
the country P For weeks, nay, months past, at the risk of being 
considered alarmists, we have called the attention of the legisla- 
ture and magistracy to a variety of suspicious symptoms and 
signs of the times, and in particular to the multiplied chemical 
inventions, for the purpose of obtaining instantaneous lights. 
Well are certain matches or fire-boxes called Lucifers, for they 
may be applied to the most diabolical purposes I The origin of 
the fire cannot raise the shadow of a doubt in any reasonable 
mind. Accident is out of the question. Tell us not of tallies. 
We have just tried our milk- woman's, and it contained so much 
water, that nothing could make it ignite. — Britannic Ouardian, 

The Houses of Parliament are in flames. We shall stop the 
press to give full parliculars. Our reporters are at the spot, 

and Mons. C , the celebrated Salamander, is engaged to 

give a description of the blazing interiors, exclusively for this 
joumaL — Daily Times, 

From a Correspondent, 

On Thursday evening, towards seven o'clock, I was struck by 
the singular appearance of the moon silvering the opposite 
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chimneys with a blood-red light, a lunar phenomenon, which I 
conceived belonged only to our theatres. It speedily occurred 
to me that there must be a conflagration in my vicinity, and 
after a little hunting by scent as well as sight, I found myself 
in front of the Houses of Lords and Commons, which were 
burning with a rapidity and brilliancy that I make bold to say 
did not always characterise their proceedings. By favour of my 
natural assurance, which seemed to identify me with the firemen, 
I was allowed to pass through the lines of guards and police- 
men, who surrounded the blazing pile, and was thus enabled to 
select a favourable position for overlooking the whole scene. It 
was an imposing sight. The flames rose from the Peers' in a 
volume, as red as the Extraordinary Bed Book, and the House 
of Commons was not at all behind-hand in voting supplies of 
timber and other combustibles. Westminster Hall reminded me 
vividly of a London cry, " Hall hot, Hall hot," that was familiar 
in our childhood — and the Grothic architecture of the Abbey 
seemed unusually florid. Instead of dingy stone, the venerable 
pile appeared to be built of the well-baked brick of the Eliza- 
bethan age. Indeed, so red-hot was its aspect, that it led to a 
ludicrous misapprehension on the part of the populace. A pro- 
cession, bearing several male and female figures in a state of in- 
sensibility, naturally gave rise to the most painful conjectures, 
inferring loss of human life by the devouring element, but I have 
reason to believe it was only the Dean and Chapter saving the 
Wax-Work. As far as my own observation went, the first object 
carried out certainly bore a strong resemblance to General 
Monk. 

In the meantime a select party had effected an entrance into 
the Hall, but not without some serious delay, occasioned, I 
believe, by somebody within bringing the wrong key, that be- 
longed to a tea-caddy. However, at last they entered, and I 
followed their example. The first person I beheld was tbt 
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TetoiQ Higgiinbottom, m> nnfairij, bnt &ceticnialj, pat to detHi 
hy the anthora of the Btg'ected Addresaes ; for no man ia moie 
alire to hia daly. Bat he was udly hampered. Pint came one 




Hon. Gent, (aid to be Mr. Monison, and insi^led on diiecting 
the Sou department; and next arrived a noble Lord from 
Crookford'a, who wouldn't sit oat, but persisted in taking a 
hand, and playing, though every body agreed that he played too 
hIgL I mention this, because some of the jonniala have im- 
pnted mismanagement to the engines, and have inaionatad that 
the pipes wanted organiaing ; indeed, I myself orerheaid a noble 
director of the Academy of Huaic lamenting that the firemen did 
not " play in concert." 

The same remark applies with greater force to the Honae of 
Commons. Here all waa oonfiiaion worse confounded, and 
ffiggtnbottom'i station was enviable, compared with that of 
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some of the poor fellows in St. Stephen's Chapel. A consider- 
able number of members had arriyed, and without any attention 
to their usual parliamentary rules, were all making motions at 
once, which nobody seconded. The most prominent, I was in- 
formed, were Mr. Hume, Mr. O'Connell, Mr. Attwood, Mr. 
Buckinghani, Mr. Pease, Sir Andrew, and Mr. Buxton— the 
latter almost coyered with blacks^ The clamour was terrific, 
and I really expected that the poor foremen who held the pipes 
would be torn in pieces. Eyery body wanted to command the 
Coldstream. Nothing but shouts of "Here I herel here I" 
answered like an Irish echo by cries of " There I there I there 1 " 
" Oh, save my savings ! " — " My poor. Poor Bill I " " More 
water — more water for my Drunkenness I " " Work awa, lads, 
work awa — it's no the Sabbath, and ye may just play at what 
ye like I '* 

In pleasing contrast to this tumult, was the unusual and cor- 
dial unanimity of the members of both Houses, in rescuing 
whatever was portable from the flames. It was a delightful 
novelty to see the Lords helping the Commons in whatever they 
moved or carried. No party spirit — no Whig, pulling at one 
1^ of the table, whilst a Tory tugged at another in the opposite 
direction. They seemed to bebng to the Hand-in-Hand. Peers 
and Commoners were alike seen burthened with loads of papers 
or furniture. Mr. Calvert, in particular, worked like any porter. 
Of course, in rescuing the papers and parchments, there was no 
time for inspecting their contents, and some curious results 
were the consequence. Every body remembers the pathetic 
story in the Tatkr, of the lover who saved a strange lady from a 
burning theatre, under the idea that he was preserving the mis- 
tress of his affections, and some similar mistakes are currently 
reported to have occurred at the late conflagration — and equally 
to the chagrin of the parties. I go by hearsay, and cannot 
laaA for the facts, but it is said that the unpopular Six AoU^ 
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induding what I believe is called the Gsgg^ Act, were actuBllf 
lOMerred by Ur. Cobbett. Mr. O'Connell uved the Irish 
Coercion Bill, whUat the S«fonn Bill was snstcbed like "a 
bnmd out of the Sie," by a certain noble Buke, vbo resolutely 
■et his foce against it in all ita stages I Amongst others, Mr. 
Bioardo saved an old tattered flag, which he thought was " the 
standard of value." 

However deficient in general combination, and concentration 
of energies, individual efibrta were beyond all pniise. The in- 
stances of personal eiertion and daring were numerous. Ur. 
Bios woriccd amidst the flames till he was nearly baked ; and 
eveiybody expected that Mr. Pease would be parched. The 




greatest danger was from the melted metal pouring down from 
^the windows and roof. The heads of some of the Eon. Gentle- 
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men were literally nothing but lead. Great apprehensions were 
entertained of the falling in of one of the walls, which eventually 
gave way, but fortunately everybody had retreated on the timely 
warning of a gentleman, Mr. O'Connell, I believe, who declared 
that he saw a Bent in it. 

I did not enter the House of Lords, which was now one mass 
of glowing fire, but directed my attention towards the Speaker's 
mansion, which was partiaUy burning. The garden behind was 
nearly filled with miscellaneous property — and numbers of well- 
dressed gentlemen were every moment rushing into the house, 
from which they issued again, laden with spits, sauce-pans, and 
other culinary implements. I, myself, saw one zealous indi- 
vidual thus encumbered — ^with a stew-pan on his head, the meat- 
screen under one arm, the dripping-pan under the other, the fry- 
ing-pan in his right hand, the grid-iron in his left, and the 
roUing-pin in his mouth. Indeed, it is said that every article 
in the kitchen was saved down to the salt-box ; and the cook 
declares that such was the anxiety to save her she was " cotched 
up in twelve gentlemen's arms, and never felt her feet till the 
comer of Abingdon Street.'* 

The whole of the Foot Guards were in attendance, as well as 
a great number of the police, but the thieves had mustered in 
great force, and there was a good deal of plundering, which was 
however checked temporarily by a gentleman said to be one of 
the members and magistrates for Essex, who jumped up on a 
railing and addressed the populace to the following effect, " How 
do you hall dare I " 

The origin of the fire is involved in much mystery ; nor is it 
correctly ascertained by whom it was first discovered. Some 
say that one of the Serjeants, in taking up the insignia, was 
astonished to find the mace as hot as ginger. Others relate 
that a Mr. Spell, or Shell, or Snell, whilst viewing the House, 
althongh no dancer, began suddenly, and in bis boots, to 
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utter amazement of his companions and Mrs. Wright^ the houae- 
keqier, to jump and caper like a bear upon a hotted floor. 
This story certainly seems to countenance a report that the 
mischief originated in the warming apparatus, an opinion that is 
yery current, but, for my own part, I cannot conceive that the 
Collec^Ye Wisdom, which knows how to lay down laws for us 
ally should not know how to lay down flues. Eumours of 
Incendiarism are also very generally preyalent, and stories 
are in circulation of the finding of half-burnt matches 
and other combustibles. But these facts rest on very finil 
foundations. The links said to have been found in the Speaker's 
garden have turned out to be nothing but German sausages ; 
and another cock-and-a-bull that has got abroad will probably 
come to no better end. A Mr. Dudley affirms that he smelt the 
fire before it broke out, at Cooper's Hill ; but such olfiu^ries 
are too much like manufactories to be believed. 

I am. Sir, your most obedient Servant, 

X.Y. Z, 

Another Account. 

The writer of these lines, who resides in Lambeth, was first 
awakened to a sense of conflagration by a cry of " Fire " from 
a number of persons who were running in the direction of 
Westminster Bridge. Owning myself a warm enthusiast on the 
dubject of ignition, and indeed not having missed a fire for the 
last fifty years, except one, and that was only a chimney, it may 
be supposed the exclamation in question had an electric effect. 
We are all the slaves of some physical bias, strange as it may 
appear to others with opposite tendencies. It is recorded of 
some great marshal that he disliked music, but testified the 
liveliest pleasure at a salvo of artillery or a roll of thunder, and 
the rumble of an engine has the same effect on the author of 
these lines. To say I am a guebre, or fire-worshipper, is only 
to confess the truth. I have a sort of observatory erected on 
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the roof of my boose, from which, if there be & bredk-ont within 
the dronit of the metropolis, it may be discorered, and before 
gomg to bed I invariably virit this look-out. 

Every man has his hobby-horse, and, figoiallvely speaUiig, 
mine was always kept harnessed and ready to run to a fire with 
the first engine. Many a time I have arrived before the tuni- 
oocki, though I perhaps had to traverse half London, and I 
scarcely remember an instance that I did not appear long before 
the water. Habit is second nature — I verily believe I could sniff a 
conflagration by instinct ; and if I was not, I ought to have 
been, the trainer of the firemen's dog, which at present attracts 
so much of the public attention, by his eager running along 
with the Sun, the Qlobe, the British, and the Hand-in- 
Hand. 

Of course I have 
seen a great many 
fires in my time — 
Botherhithe, the the- 
atres, the Custom- 
house, &c. &c. I 
remember in the 
days of Thistle- 
Wood and Co., when 
the metropolis was 
expected to be set 
on fire, I slept for 
three weeks in my 
clothes in order to 
be ready fra the 
first alarm; for I 
had the good for- 
tune to witness the great riots of 17S0, when no less than eight 
fires wen blazing at onoe, and a lamentable sight it wai.^ 
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I say lamentable, because it was impossible to be present at them 
all at the same time ; but my good genius directed me to Lang- 
dale's the Distiller, which made (excuse the vulgar popular 
phrase) a very satisfactory flare-up. 

The Botherhithe Are, not the recent little job, but some fifteen 
or twenty years ago, was also on a grand scale, and very lasting. 
The engine-pipes were wilfuUy cut ; and I remember some of 
my friends rallying me on my weU-known propensity, jocularly 
accusing me of lending my knife and my assistance. The 
Custom-house was a disappointment ; it certainly cleared itself 
effectually, but it was done by day-light, and consequently the 
long-room fell short of my anticipations. Drury-lane and 
Covent-garden were better: but I have observed generally 
that theatres bum with more attention to stage effect. They 
avoid the noon ; a dark night to a fire is like the black letters 
in a benefit-bill, setting off the red ones. 

The destruction of the Kent Indiaman I should like to have 
witnessed, but contrary to the opinion of many experienced 
amateurs I conceive the Dartford Mills must have been a failure. 
Powder magazines make very indifferent conflagrations; they 
are no sooner on fire than they are off, — all is over before you 
know where you are, and there is no getting under, which quite 
puts you out. But fires, generally, are not what they used to 
be. YfhBi with gas, and new police, steam, and one cause or 
other, they have become what one might call slow explosions. 
A body of fiame bursts from all the windows at once, and before 
B 25 can call fi-er in two syllables, the roof falls in, and all is 
over. It was not so in iny time. First a little smoke would 
issue from a window-shutter, like the puff of a cigar, and after 
a long sprmg of his rattle, the rheumatic watchman had time to 
knock double and treble knocks, from No. 9 to Ko. 85, before a 
spark made its appearance out of the chinmey-pot. The Yol- 
anteers had time to assemble under arms, and muffle their 
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dmm8, and the bell-ringers to collect in the belfry, and pull an 
alarm peal backwards. The parish engines even, although 
pulled along by the pursy churchwardens, and the paralytic 
paupers, contriyed to arrive before the fire fairly broke out in 
the shape of a little squib-like eruption from the garret-window. 
The afi&ighted family, fourteen in number, all elaborately drest 
in their best Sunday clothes, saved themselves by the street- 
door, according to seniority, the furniture was carefully re- 
moved, and after an hour's pumping, the fire was extinguished 
without extending beyond the room where it originated, namely 
a bed-room on the second floor. Such was the progress in my 
Ume of a fire, but it is the fashion now to sacrifice everything 
to pace. Look at our race-borses, and look at our fox-hounds, 
— and I will add look at our conflagrations. All that is cared 
for is a burst — no matter how short, if it be but rapid. The 
devouring element never sits down now to a regular meal — it 
pitches on a house and bolts it. 

But I am wandering from the point. The announcement of 
both Houses of Parliament being in flames thrilled through 
every fibre. It seemed to promise what I may call a crowning 
event to the Conflagrationary Eeminiscences of an Octogenarian. 
I snatched up my hat, and rushed into the street, at eighty years 
of age, with the alacrity ot eighteen, when I ran from Highgata 
to Uorselydown, to be present at the gutting of a ship chandler's. 
As the bard says — 

" Et'q in our tshes live their wonted^e«/* 

and I coiild almost have supposed myself a fireman belonging 
to the Phcenix. My first step into the street discouraged me, 
the moonlight was so brilliant, and in such cases the most 
splendid blaze is somewhat " shorn of its beams." But a few 
steps reassured me. Even at the Surrey side of the river the 
sparks and burning particles were falling like flakes of snow — I 
mean of course the red snow formerly discovered by Captain 
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Boss, md the light was so great that I could have read the 
amah )riiit of the Police Gazette with the greatest ease, only I 
don'- *«ke it in. I of course made the best of my way towards 
tht cene, but the crowd was already so dense that I could only 
attain a situation on the Strand opposite Cotton Gardens, up 
to my knees in mud. Both Houses of Parliament were at this 
time in a blaze, and no doubt presented as striking objects of 
conflagration as the metropolis could offer. I say, " no doubt," 
— ^for getting jammed against a barge with my back towards the 
fire, r am unable to state anything on my own authority as an 
eye- witness, excepting that the buildings on the Surrey side ex- 
hib) ed a glowing reflection for some hours. At last the flowing 
of r*A tide caused the multitude to retreat, and releasing me 
fro • » my retrospective position allowed me to gaze upon the 
y Jis. By what I hear, it was a most imposing sight — ^but in 
spite of my Lord Althorpe, I cannot help thinking that West- 
minster Hall, with its long range, would have made up an ad- 
mirable fire. Neither can I agree with the many that it was an 
Incendiary Act, that passed through both houses so rapidly. 
To enjoy the thing, a later hour and a darker night would cer- 
tainly have been chosen. Fire-light and moon-light do not 
mix well : — they are best neal, 

I am. Sir, Yours, &c. 

Senex. 
Furious Accounts. 

We are concerned to state that Sir Jacob Jubb the new 
member for Shrops was severely burnt, by taking his seat in the 
House, on a bench that was burning under him. The danger 
of his situation was several times pointed out to him, but he 
replied that his seat had cost him ten thousand pounds, and he 
wouldn't quit. He was at length removed by force. — Morning 
Ledger, 

A great many foolish anecdotes of the fire are in circulation. 
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One of our contemporarieB gravely aaaerts that the Uarquls of 
Culpepper was the last person who left the South Turret, a fact 
wB beg leave to question, for the exquisite reason that noble 
lord alluded to ia at preaent at Constantinople. — Tkt Real Sun, 

We are enabled to 
■tate that the indivi- 
dual who diaplajed so 
much coolness in the 
Soutb Turret was 
Captain Back. — I%« 
PubUe Journal. 

It is said that con- 
uderable interest was 
evinced by the mem- 
bers of the House of 
Commona who were 
present at the fire, t 
to the fate of their re- 
spective Bills. Onp 
honourable gentleman, in particular, was observed anxiously 
watching the last scintillations of some burnt paper. " Oh, my 
Sabbath Observances ! " lie Mclnimed, " There's an end of re- 
ligion I There go the Parson and Cle rk ! " — Public Diary. 

The Earl of M. had a very narrow escape. His lordship was 
on the point of kicking a bucket when a labourer rushed forward 
and snatched it out of the way. The individual's name ia 
M'Parrel. We understand he is a sober, honest, hard-working 
man, and has two wives, an ' a numerous family ; the eldest not 
above a year o\d.— Daily Chronicle. 

The exclamation of a noble lord, high in ofSce, who was very 
active at the fire, has been very incorrectly given. The words 
were aa follows : — " Blow the Commons ! let 'em flare np — bu* 
oh, — ^fbr a save-all t a save-all"— iforu™ Nfua. 
6—8 
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The public attention has been greatly excited by the extra- 
ordinary statement of a commercial gentleman, that he smelt the 
fire at the Cock and Bottle, in Coventry. He asserts that he 
mentioned the fact in the commercial room to a deaf gentleman, 
and likewise to a dumb waiter, but neither have any recollection 
of the circumstance. He has been examined before the Common 
Council, who have elicited that he actually arrived at Coventry 
on the night in question, by the Tallyho, and the near leader of 
that coach has been sent for by express. --New Monitor. 

We were in error in stating that the Atlas was the first engine 
at the scene of action. So early as five o'clock Mr. Alderman 
A. arrived with his own garden engine, and began immediately 
to play upon the Thames. — British Guardian. 

It must have struck everyone who witnessed the operations in 
the House of Commons, that there was a lamentable want of 
" order I order I order I " A great many gentlemen succeeded in 
making pumps of themselves, without producing any check on 
the flames. The conduct of the military also was far from un- 
exceptionable. On the arrival of the Cold stream at the fire they 
actually refused to fall in. Many declined to stand at ease on 
the burning rafters — but what is the public interest to a private P 
— Public Advertiser, 

Monsieur C*s Accomd, (Exclusive,) 

When I am come first to the fire it was not long burnt up ; 
and I was oblige to walk up and down the floor to keep myself 
warm. At last, I take my seat on the stove, quite convenient 
to look about. In the House of Commons there was nobody, 
and I am all alone. The first thing I observe was a great many 
rats, ratting about — but they did not known which way to turn. 
So they were all burnt dead. The flames grew very fast ; and I 
am interested very much with the seats, how they burned, quite 
difl^erent from one another. Some seats made what you call a 
great splutter, and popped and bounced and some other seats 
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made no noise at all. Mr. Bulwer's place burned of a blue 
colour ; Mr. Buckstone's turned quite black ; and there was one 
made a flame the colour of a drab. I observe one green flame 
and one orange, side by side, and they hiss and roar at one 
another very furious. The gallery cleared itself quite quickly, 
and the seat of Messieurs the reporters, exploded itself like a 
cannon of forty-eight pounds. The speaking chair burnt with- 
out any sound at all. 

When everything is quite done in the Commons I leave them 
off, and go to the House of Lords, where the fire was all in one 
sheet, and almost the whole of its inside burnt out. I was able 
in this room to take off my great coat. I could find nothing to 
be saved except one great ink-stand, that was red hot, and 
which I carry away in my two hands. Likewise here, as well 
as in the Commons, I bottled up several bottles of smoke, to 
distribute afterwards, at five guineas a-piece, and may be more ; 
for I know the English people admire such things, and are fond 
after reliques, like a madness almost. I did not make a long 
stop, for whenever I was visible, the pompiers was so foolish as 
play water upon me, and I was afraid of a catch-cold. In fact, 
when I arrive at home, I find myself stuffed in my head, and 
fast in my chest, and my throat was a little horse. I am going 
for it into a bath of boiling water, and cannot write any more at 
full length. 

A Letter to a Labouring Man, 

BUSHELL, 

When you made a holiday last Whitsuntide to see the 
Sights of London, in your way to the Waxwork and Westminster 
Abbey, you probably noticed a vast pile of buildings in Palace 
Yard, and you stood and scratched that shock head of yours, 
and wondered whose fine houses they were. Seeing you to be a 
country clodpole, no doubt some wcll-<iressed vagabond, by way 
of putting a hoax upon the hawbuck, told you that in those 
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buildings congregated all llie tulcnt, all tU« iutcgiity and public 
spirit of the counti? — that benctiLh those roofs the best aad 
wisest, and Ibe moat houest meu to be found in three kingdoms, 
, met to deliberate and enact the moat wholesome, and just, and 
judicious laws for the good of the nation. He called them the 
oracles of our constitution, the guardians of our rights, and the 
Bssertors of our liberties. Of course, Bushell, you were told all 
this; but nobody told you, I dare my, that within tliose walls 
jour master had lifted up his voice, and delivered the only sound, 
rational, aod wholesome, upright, and able speeches that weiu 




'^^- 



ever uttered in St. Stephen's Chapel. No, nobody told you 
that. But when I come home, Hu^bi'll, I wilt lend you all my 
printed speeches, and when you have spelt them, and read them, 
and studied them, and got them by heart, bumpkin as you are. 
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Bushell, you will know as much of legislation as all our precious 
members together. 

Well, Bushell, the fine houses you stood gaping at are burnt 
down, gutted, as the vulgar call it, and nothing is left but the 
bare vralls. You saw Farmer Gubbins' house, or, at least, the 
shell of it, after the fire there : well, the Parliament Houses are 
exactly in the same state. There is news for you ! and now, 
Bushell, how do you feel P Why, if the well-dressed vagabond 
told you the truth, you feel as if you had had a stroke — ^for all 
the British Constitution is affected, and you are a fraction of it, 
that is to say, a British subject. Your bacon grows rusty in 
your mouth, and your table-beer turns to vinegar on your palate. 
You cannot sleep at night, or work by day. You have no heart 
for anything. You can hardly drag one clouted shoe after an- 
other. And how do you look ? Why, as pale as a parsnip, and 
as thin as a hurdle, and your carroty locks stand bolt upright 
as if you had just met old Lawson's ghost with his head under 
his arm. I say thus you must feel and look, Bushell, if what 
the well-dressed vagabond told you is the truth. But is that 
the case ? No. You drink your small-beer with a sigh and 
smack of delight; and you bolt your bacon with a relish, as if, 
as the virtuous Americans say, you could *' go the whole hog." 
Your clouted shoes clatter about as if you were counting hob- 
nails with the Lord Mayor, and you work like a young horse, or 
an old ass, and at night you snore like an oratorio of jews' harps. 
Your face is as bold and ruddy as the Bed Lion's. Your carroty 
locks lie sleek upon your poll, and as for poor old Lawson's 
gho8t,you could lendhim flesh and blood enough to set him up again 
in life. But what, say you, does all this tend to ? I will tell 
you, Bushell. There are a great many well-dressed vagabonds, 
besides the one you met in Palace Yard, who would persuade a poor 
man that a House of Lords or Conmiona is as good to him as his 
bread, beer, beef, bacon, bed, and breeches; and therefore I 
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address this to yon, Bueliell, to set suet notions to rights bj an 
appeal to your oira back and belly. And now I wiU tell yon 
what you shall do. You tliall go three nights a week to the Bed 
Lion (when jour work is done), and you may Bcore up a pint of 
beer, at my coBt, each time. And when the parson, or the ex- 
BJseman, or the tax-gatherer, or any such gentry, begin to talk 
of that deplorable great burning, and the national calamity, and 
mch-like trash, you shall pull out my letter aad retul to them — 
I Bay, Bushell, you shall read this letter to them, twice orer, 
loudly and distinctly, and tell them &om me, that the burning 
of twenty Parliament Houses wouldn't be sucb a national 
calamity as a fire at No. 1, Bolt Court. 

PKIVATE COEEESPONDENCE. 
Zb Mary Price, Fenny Hall, Lmculoihirt. 
Mary, — f am writing in such a quiver, with my art in my 
mouth, and my tung slicking to it, For too bole boun Ive bean 
Doin nothink but taking on and going off, I mean into fits, or 
crying and blessing goodness for my miraclus escape. Tbia day 
week I wear inwallopped in Sams, and thinkin of rotb to cum, 
and fire evrerlasting. But thenks to Diving J>roridings, bear I 
am, althowgh with loss of wan high brew scotched off, a noo 
cap and my rite shew. But I hav bean tenifid to deth. Wen 
I was ate, or it mite be nine, I fell on tho slow, and bar hod 
a grate dred of fire evrer since. Gudge then how low I felt 
at the idear of burning along with the Lords and Communer's. 
It as bean a Wamin, and never, no, never never never agin will 
I go to Clandestiny parties behind Mississis backs. I now see 
my errer, but temtashon prevaled, tho the clovin fut of the 
Wicked Wan had a hand in it all ; Oh Mary, down on yuro 
mart^bones, and bless yure stars for sitialing you in a loanly 
stooped poky place, wear you cant be lead into litene^s and 
gayty, if jou was ewer so incUnd. Fore wipping willies and a 
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windmill is a duUisli luck oat, sbure ennff, but its better tbea 
moor ombiBhoB prospex, and Btairiog at a grate fire, like a snckin 
pig, till jure erei is reddy to drop out of yure bed I 

Ton no ireu I^y Muuiers is absent, a certin person allwaye 
gin a good rowt : — and I had a card in Coarse. I went verry 
ginteel, my Cloke cost I wont say Wot, and a bat and fethers to 
matob. But it wamt to be. After takdn off my things, I bad 
barely set down, wen at the front dore there cums a dubble nock 
without any end to it, and a ring of tbe bell at the taim time, 
like a triangle keepin cnmpany with a big drum. As soon as 
the door were opened a man with a pail face asked for the back- 
its, and that was the fust news we had of tiia fire. Oh Uary, 
never trust to tbe mail sects I They are all Alick from the 
Botcher and Backer that flurts at the front dore, down to tbe 
deer dissevers you throw away yure aits upon. For all their 
fine porfessions, they are only filling your ears with picnut, they 
make trifles of yure afections, and destroy yure comfits for Ufe. 
Tbey think no moore 
of pe^uring tbemselva 
then I do of sweeping 
the earth. If yure wise 
you will ait yure fece 
■gin all menkdnd and 
hiv nonsense, as I meen 
to iu filter, or may be, 
wen yon are dreeming 
of brid cake and wite 
fevers, you may find ' 
ynreadf left with no- 
think but breeches of 
prommia. John Fut- 
man is a proof in pint " *■' nor't !>■ ■■> raoron t " 

Ibnny tima Ive give him a biding at number fore, and he all- 
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ways had the best of the lardur at our stolin meatings, and God 
nose Ive offun alloud him to idelize me wen I ort to have bean 
at my wurks, besides larning to rite for his sack. Twenty housis 
afire ort not to hav abaited his warmth, insted of witch to jump 
up at the fust allurm and run away, leaving me to make my 
hone shifts. A treu luver wood have staid to shear my fat. O 
Maiy, if ever there was a terryfickle spectikle that was won. 
Flams before and flams behind, and flams overhead. Sich 
axing and hollowing out, and mobbing and pumpin, and cus- 
sing and 8 waring, and the peple's rushes into the Hous pur- 
vented all gitting out. For my hone parts, I dimed up the 
dresser, and skreeked, but nobbody was man enuff to purtect. 
Men ant what they was. I am sick of the retches ! It used 
to be femails fust, but now its fumiter. I fully thort one gintle- 
man was comin to cotch me up in arms, but he prefered the fish 
kettle. As for the sogers they marcht off to the wind seller 
and the pantry, ware they maid beleave to preserve the gus- 
berry gam How I was reskewd at last Lord nose, for my bed 
was unsensible tell I found meself setten on the piokid pinted 
ralings of St. Margret's Church, with my fethers all frizzild, 
and a shew off. But of all lossis, my ridicule was most serius, 
for it had my puss in it. 

How and ware it broke out is a misteiy. Sum say both 
Howses was under minded. Sum say the Common members 
got over heatid in there fluency. A grate deal of property was 
burned, in spit of Lord Allthorp, who ingaged every cotch, 
cab, and gobbing porter as conveyancers. Westmunster may 
thenk his Lordship it did not lose its All. They say the Lords 
and Communs was connectid with a grate menny historicle 
associashuns, wich of coarse will hav to make good all dammage. 

Fortnately, the Speker's morain, noon, and evning services of 
plait was not at home, or it mite hav sufferd, for they say goold 
and silver as stud the fire verry well, melted down when it got 
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furthnr off. Tmldiig of plait a f^tilman, who giv liis card, 
Hr. William Soamei, were reny kind and partickler in hia 
inquerriet efter Mr. Speker's vallybles. I hope he will hav a 
place ^vn him for hii isde?Ters. 

Ware the poor bumt-ont creturs will go noboddy note. Sum 
say Exter Hall, Bum say the Sefudge for the Deatitut, and lum 
say the King wUl lend them his Benah to set upon [ All I no 
u, I've had a frite that will go with me to my grave. I am all- 
ways snifing fire by day and dreeming on it by nite. Oiiy last 
Pryday I allarmd the hole naberbood by screachiug out of 
winder for the warier to be plugged up. Liting fires, or striking 
lit«, m making tindor, throes me into fita. 




I shall nerrer be the womman I was ; but that is no eieuB 
for John's nnconstancy. I don't dare to take my close off to 
go to bed, and I practice clambering up and down by a rop in 
caae, and I giy police M SB a sbillin now and than to keep a 
■pedona eye to number fore, and be reddy to ketch anny vg^ 
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in his hanns. But it corns to manny, and particly givin the 
ingin keeper a pint of bear from time to time, and drams to 
the turncox : where there's nabers fires will happen, howewer 
oerefiill and precocius you may be youreself . I dred our too 
nex dores ; number three is a Gurmin fammily, and them orrid 
fcrriners think nothink of smocking siggars in bed, witch will 
ketch sum day to a curtainty. Number fiv is wus ; since his 
wif s deth Mr. Sanders has betuck himself to comicle studis, 
and offin has a littel bio up amung his pistles and morters. O ! 
Maiy, how happy is them as livs lick you, as the song says, 
"Fur from the buzzy aunts of men.** If yu*re inflamd its 
nobbody's folt but youre hone. Pray take the gratest car. Have 
^aire eyes about you, and luck out for sparks ; watever the men may 
say, don't allow backerpips or long snufs, and let evvery boddy be 
thurrowly put out. Don*t neglect to rake out evvery nite, see 
that eweiy sole in the hows is tumd down or xtinguished, and 
allways bio yureself out befour you go to yure piller. Thenk 
gudness you newer larnd to reed, and therefor will not take 
anny bucks to bed with you. Allways ware stuff or wooliin, 
insted of lite cottons and gingums, in case of the coles throwin 
out coffens or pusses, by witch menny persons gains their ends. 
In case of yure pettycots catchin don*t forgit standin on yure 
hed, as recommended by the Human Society, becoz fire bums 
uppards, but its a posishun as requiers practis. Have yure 
chimbly swept reglar wonce a munth, and wen visiters cum 
neveer put hot coles in the warmin pan, for fear you forgit and 
leave it in the spair bed. Remember fire is a good sarvent but 
a bad master, and sure enuff wen it is master it never gives a 
sarvent a munth*s notis. To be shure we have won marsy in 
town that is unbenone in the country, and that is Swingeing ; 
there is no cornstax or heyrix in St. Jims's Square. That is 
yure week pint, and I trembil for the bams; a rockite or a 
roaming candle mite set you in a blaze. But I hop and trust 
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wat I uy wfllnever prave the truth, Oppydildock it good for 
buniB, and I am, dear Maiy, 

Tnre old and afexionate Mer aarrent. 

Auk O^Aii, 




THE JUBB LETTERS. 
livm Ltafy Jtiib to Mn. Phijyi, Houtekeeper at the SinMay, 
8hreiBi6iiry, Shropa. 
Mrs. Phifps, 

Ton will prepare the hciue directly for the family's retom, 
not tbat OUT coming bacit is absolutdy certain, but erenta have 
happened to render our stay in Portland Place very precarious. 
All depends upon Sir Jacob. In Parliament or out of Failia- 
ment his motiona must guide ours. By this time what has 
happened will be known in Shropshire, but I forbid yom 
tallcing. Politics belong to people of property, and those who 
hare no voice in the country ought not to speak. In your in- 
ferior mtnations it's a duty to be ignorant of what you know. 
The nation is out of your sphere, and besides, people out of 
town cannot know the state of the eonntty. I want to pat yon 
on your gnaid ; thanks to the preea. as Sir Jacob si^ pablie 
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affaire canDot be kept private, and the consequence ia, the 
ignorant are as well informed aa their betters. The burning of 
both Houses of Parliament I am afraid cannot be hushed up — 
but it is not a subject for servants, that have neither upper nor 
lower members amongst them, and represent nobody. I trust to 
you, Mrs. Fhipps, to discourage all discussions in the Idtchen, 
which isn't the place for parliamentary canvaaging. The most 
ridiculous notions are abroad. I should not be surprised even 
to hear that Sir Jacob had lost hia seat, because the benches 
were burnt, but we have been deprived of none of our dignities 
or privileges You will observe this letter afrtutked ■ the fire 
made no difference to your master he s not dissolved, whatever 
the Blues may wish — he s st II Sir Jacob Jubb Baronet U.P. 




The election of Sir Jacob at such a crisis was an act of 
Providence. His finuness at the fire affords an example to 
posterity ; although the bench was burning under him he re- 
fused to retreat, replying emphatically, "I will sit by my 
order." As far as this goes you may mention, and no more. I 
eiyoin upon all else a diplomatic silence. Sir Jacob himself will 
write to the bailiff, and whatever may be the nature of his direc- 
tions, I desire that no curioai^ may be indulged in, and aboro 
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all, that yon entertain no opiniona of your own. Ton cannot 
■qnare with the upper drcles. I would write more, but I am 
going to a meeting, I need not say where, or upon what subject. 
I refy, Mn. Phippa, on your discretion, and am, &e, 

Aka^slla An astasia Jobs. 



2b T. Oratiifkrd,jtuuor, Etgukre, the Beeches, near ShrtwAurg, 
Strop*. 
DiAB Tom, 

Throw up your cap and hozea. There's glorious news, 
and so yonll say when I tell you. I could almost jump out of 
my skin for joy ! Pather's dismembered I The House of 
Commons caught fire, and he was dissolved along with the rest. 




I'je nerer been happy since we came up to London, and all 
tbrongh Fariiament. The election was good sport enough. I 
Uked the riding up and down, and canying a Sag ; and thv 
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battle, with sticks, between tbe Blues and the Yellows, was 
famous fiin; and I huzza'd myself hoarse at our gating the 
day at last. But after that came the jollup, as we used to say 
at Old Busby's. Theme writing was a fool to it. If father 
composed one maiden speech he composed a hundred, and he 
made me knuckle down and copy them all out, and precious 
stupid stuff it was. A regular physicker, says you, and I'd 
worse to take after it. He made us all sit down and hear him 
spout them, and a poor stick he made. — ^Dick Willis, that we 
used to call Handpost, was a dab at it compared to him. He's 
no better hand at figures, so much the worse for me. Bid you 
ever have a fag, Tom, at the national debt? I don't know who 
owes it, but I wish he'd pay it, or be made bankrupt at once. 
I've worked more sums last month than ever I did at school in 
the half year, — geography tbe same. I had to hunt out Don 
Carlos and Don Pedro, all over the maps. I came in for a regu- 
lar wigging one day, for wishing both the Dons were well pep- 
pered, as Tom Tough says. I've seen none of the sights I 
wanted to see. He wouldn't let me go to the play, because he 
says the theatres are bad schools, and would give me a vicious 
style of elocution. The only pleasure he promised me was to 
sit in the gallery at the Commons and see him present his peti- 
tions. Short-hand would have come next, that I might take 
down his speechifying — for he says the reporters all garble. 
Att't I well out of it all — and a place he was to get for me be- 
sides, from the Prime Minister ? I suppose the Navy Pay, to 
sit on a high stool and give Jack Junk one pound two and 
ninepence twice a year. I'd rather be Jack Junk himself, 
wouldn't you, Tom ? But father's lost his wicket, and huzza 
for Shropshire I In hopes of our soon meeting, I remain, my 
dear Tom, 

Your old chum and schoolfellow, 

Fredehick Jubb. 
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P.S. — ^A court gentleman has just come in, with a knock-me- 
down-again. He says there's to 
be a new election. I wish you'd 
do something ; it would be a real 
&Tonr, and I will do as much for 
you another time. What I want 
of you is, to get your father to set 
up against mine. Do try, Tom^ 
there's a good fellow. I will ask 
every body I know to give your 
side a plumper. 
To Mr, Roger Bam^ Btaliff^ the Shrubbery, near Shrewsbury, 

Davis, 

I hope to God this wiU find you at home — I am writing in 
a state of mind bordering on madness. I can't collect myself to 
give particulars — ^you will have a newspaper along with this — 
read that, and your hair will stand on end. Incendiarism has 
reached its height like the flaming thing on the top of the Monu- 
ment. Our crisis is come. To my mind — apolitical suicide — ^is 
as bad as felo de se. Oh Whigs, Whigs, Whigs — what have you 
brought us to ! As the Britannic Guardian well says— England 
is gone to Italy — Lbndon is at Naples — and we are all standing 
on the top of Vesuvius. I have heard — and I believe it — that an 
attempt has been made to choke Aldgate Pump. A Waltham 
Abbey paper says positively that the mills were recently robbed 
of 513 barrels of powder, the exact number of the members for 
England and Wales. What a diabolical refinement — to blow up 
a government with its own powder ! I can hardly persuade 
myself I am in England. God knows where it will spread to—* 
I mean the incendiary spirit. The dry season is frightful — I 
suppose the springs are all dry. Keep the engine locked in the 
stable for fear of a cut at the pipes. Ill send you down two 
more. Let all the labourers take a turn at them, by way of 
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jtrncdfv, I'm pcrauwUil tbe Pvliunnit bontea wov bm 
|iitt|i'mi, 'I'lifl llufl itory U ridiculoiu. Ur. Coopo'i k ft 
iIi'kI niorn bi Ihn [mint. I beliere t/fojtiibig 1 bc«. A I 
tif riiNtnlin* wn« ruiinil in the 8p«»ker'B kitchen. I ■ 
«ii>til«liiiw iiijw^lf - -lome Mid treacle, but I i^ ter. H«i 
fyn hIhhiI yiiit Irvk all the gatet, (lay aa well aa ni^ 
hIi||*ii all, wnK^ii tlm iittti;ka. Ooe Tiger ia not 




I UfM iir twT tmin, J ■limili] I.I1VI1 nuid Camai, but you know I mem 
iIm> liDiiwilitK- il.HJil mrwtillii, - tho liiggeat and aaTageetyoa 
'■"IP n-l. 'I'Ua Kiipitrv will lici atWOiptwl fint— beginning with 
i\i>- M I'.'a. y<jn mill ItiLrtitii and doni muat nit up by tunu — 
HNil ir-i tlm iiiai<U ail ii|i tuo — womcu haTe sharp ears and 
■Imrii iJiiiKitiM, - II M iiKiuM) atin I would have them aquall — 
ilmijiiT or nil ilangnr. Il'a the only way to sleep in tecurity — 
aiul ndurxrt. I linni n«(t that the common goose is a vigilant 
ttnui turn -and mvihI ]{ome. Get a score of them at the next 
niarkel — dim't iLand about prioe — but choose them with good 
caoldaa. Alana lh«m now and then to keep them watohfiil. 
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Fire the blunderbuss off every night, and both fowling pieces 
and all the pistols. If all the Gentry did as much, it might keep 
the country quiet. If you were to ring the alann-bell once or twice 
in the middle of the night, it would be as well — ^you would know 
then what help to depend upon. Search the house often from the 
garret to the cellar, for combustibles — if you could manage 
to go without candles, or any sort of light, it would be better. 

Tou'd find your way about in the dark after a little practice. 
Pray don't allow any sweethearts; they may be Swings and 
Captain Bocks in disguise, and their pretended flames turn out 
reaL I've misgivings about the maids. Tie them up and taste 
their liver, before they eat it themselves — I mean the house- 
dogs ; but my agitation makes me unconnected. The scoundrels 
often poison them, before they attempt robbery and arson. Keep 
the cattle in the cowhouse for fear of their being houghed and 
hamstrung. Surely there were great defects somewhere. The 
Houses could not have been properly protected — ^if they had 
been watched as well as they were lighted — but it is too late to 
cast any blame on individuals. A paltry spirit of economy has 
boen our bane. A few shillings would have purchased a watch- 
dog ; and one or two geese in each house might have saved the 
capitol of the constitution I But the incendiary knew how to 
choose his time — an acyoumment when there were none sitting. 

I say incendiary, because no doubt can exist in any cool 
mind, that enters into the conflagration. I transcribe conclusive 
extracts from several papers, the editors of which I know to be 
upright men, and they all write on one side. 

" We are confidently informed," says the Beacon, " that a 
quantity of tar-barrels was purchased at No. 2, High-street, 
Shadwell, about ten o'clock on the morning of the fire. There 
was abundant time before six a.m., for removing the combusti- 
bles to Westminster. The purchaser was a short, squat» down- 
looking man, and the name on his cart was I. Bums." 
6—2 
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" Trifling circumstances," says the Sentinel, " sometimes point 
to great results. Our own opinion is formed. We have made it our 
business to examine the Guys in preparation for the impending 
anniversaiy of the Gunpowder Plot, and we affirm that every 
one of the effigies bore a striking resemblance to some member 
or other of assemblies we need not name. These are signs 
of the times." 

' We should be loth," says the Detector, " to impute the late 
calamity to any particular party : but we may reasonably inquire 
what relative stake in the country is possessed by the Whigs and 
the Tories. The English language may be taken as a fair stan- 
dard. The first may lay claim to perri-vi^, scratch-i^, tie-flM^» 
bob-t<^, in short, the whole family of the perruques, with wkiff* 
maleery. The latter, not to mention other good things, have a 
vested right in oratory, history, ierntory, and yictory. Can a 
man of common patriotism have a doubt which side it is his in- 
terest to adhere to ? " 

That last paragraph, Davis, is what I call sound argument. 
Indeed I don't see how it is to be answered. You see they are 
sll nem. con. as to our danger, and decidedly reckon fire an in- 
flammatory agent. Take care what you read. Very pernicious 
doctrines are abroad, and especially across the Western Channel. 
The Irish are really frightful. I'm told they tie the cows* tails 
together, and then saw off their horns for insurrectionary bugles. 
The foundations of society are shaken all over the world — ^the 
Whiteboys in Ireland, and the Blacks in the West Indies, all 
seem to fight under the same colours. It's time for honest 
men to rally round themselves — ^but I'm sorry to say public spirit 
and love of one's country are at a low ebb. There's too much 
Americanism. One writer wants us to turn all our English wheat 
to Indian com, and to grow no sort of apples but Franklin pip- 
pins. We want strong measures against associations and unions. 
There's demagogues abroad — and they wear white hats. By. 
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tho-t^e, I more than half Boapect that fcUow Jobmon ii a dele- 
gate. Take him to the ale-hoiue, and treat him &eely — it may 
waim him to blab something. Besides, vou nill see what aort 
of papers the public-houses take in. Yoc may drop n hint about 
their licenses. Give my compliments to Dr. Garrett, and teU him 
I hope he will preach to the times, and take strong texts. I wish 
I could be down amongst you, but I cannot desert my post. Too 
may tell the tenantry, aniJ electors — I'm burnt out and gutted — 
but my heart's in the riglit place— and devoted to constituents. 
Come what may, I will be on unshaken pillar on the basis of my 
drcnlar letter. Don't forget any of my precautions. I am sorry 
I did not bring all the plate up to town — but at the first alarm 
bury it. Take in no letters or notices ; for what you know they 
may be threatenings. If any Irishman applies for work, dis- 
charge him instantly. All the old spring-guns had better be set 
again, they are not now I^al, but I am ministerial, and if they 
did go off, the higher powera would perhaps wink at them. Bat 
it's fire that I am afraid of, fire that destroyed my political roof, 
and may now assail my 
paternal one Walk as 
I may say bucket m 
hand and be ready 
every moment for a 
break out Ton may set 
fire to the small fag- 
got stack and try your 
, hands at getting t un- 
der — there s no h ng 
worse than bemg taken 
by surprise Bead this 
letter bequcntly, and 
impress these charges 
It is a isd change for England to have become, 




on your mind. 



L 
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I may say, this licry furnace. I haTH not tlie least doubt, if 
properly trawd, the burning cliff at Weymouth would be found 
to be coDDecled with Incendiarism, nnd the EarthquakeB at 
Chichester with our political coDvulsions. Thank I'Tovidence in. 
your prayers, Davis, thut youi own atatioa forbids your being an 
M.F-, for a place in parliament is little better than sitting on a 
bamt of gunpowder. Honour forbids to resign, or I should 
wish I was uothiug but a simple country gentleman. Remember, 
and be vigilant. Once more I cry Watch, Watch, Watch ! By 
adopting ihe motions I propose, a couHiigration may be adjourned 
sine die, which is a petition perpetmillv presented by 
Your oniious but uncompromising Master, 

Jacob Jcbb, M.P. 

To Lady Jubb, at 45, Portland Placr. 
Bbapected Madam, 

I received your Ladyship's obliging commands, and hnvc 
used my best endeavours to conform to the wishea condescended 
therein. In respect to political controversy, I beg to say I have 
imposed a tacit silence on the domestic capneities as fiu' as with- 
in the sphere of my control, but lament lo any the Bailiff, Mr. 
Pavis, is a party unamenable to my authority, and na such has 
taken liberties with decorum quite unconsistent with propriety 
and the decency due. However reluctant to ceusoriousuess, 
duty compels to coromuuiciite subvcraive conduct quite uncon- 
formable to decency's rules and order in a well-regulated esta- 
blishment. I allude to Mr. Davis's terrifically jumping out 
from behind doors and in obscure dark comers, on the female 
domestics, for no reasonable purpose I can discover, except to 
make them exert their voices in a very alarming manner. The 
bonsemaid, in^ggj^ confirms me by saying in her own wonls. 
'■ he considered her skreek the beat skreck in the family." It 
.impropriety had proceeded no further,! should have hesitattd to 
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tmible your ladyship with j»»rticul«r« ; but Mr. Dam, not 
latisfied with thus working on the unBophisticaled terrors of ig- 
norant fenules, thought proper to horrify wilh inflammatoiy 
report*. 




One niglit, as a prominent instance, about twelve o'clock, ho 
nng the alarm bell eo riolently, at the same time produming 
coaQagration, that the law of preservation became our paramount 
duty, and, as a cousequcnce, we all escaped in a state of disha- 
bille only to be ambiguously hinted at, by saying that lime did 
not ^ow to pot on my best lutestring to meet the neighbouring 
gantry — and must add, with indignation, in the full blaie of a 
baap of straw, thought proper to be set on fire by Mr. DaTis in 
the fore<«oiirt. I trust your Ladyship will excuse ■ little warmth 
of language, in saying it was highly reprehensible ; but I have 
not depictured the worst. I, one evening, lighted np what I 
oonMiTed to be a mould candle, and your Ladyship will immine 
my indescribable frigbt when it exploded itself like a misiile of 
tha iqnib deaeription, an anwamntable mode, I must say, of 
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oonTincdng me, u Mr. Davit Had the audaciougneM to own to, 
that we may be made to be actors in our own oombiution. 
To BuppOK at m; yean and experience, I can be tuuensible of 
the danger of fire, must be a prepoiterous notion ; but all hia 
Bubsequeat acta partake an agreeable character. For fear of 
being consumed in our beds, aa he insidiously professed, he 
exerted all bis influential ai^uments to persuade the females to set 
up nocturnally all night, a precaution of course declined, as well as 
hia following srbeme, being almost too much broached with sb- 
surdity to enumerate. I mean every retiring female reposing her 
confidence on a Uve goose in her chamber, as were purchased for 
the express purpose, but need not add were dispensed with by 
rational beings. I trust your ladyship will acquit of UDcharita- 
bleness if I suspect it was out of vindictive feelings at their op- 
position to the geese that Mr. Davis insinuated a strict inquiry 
into every individual that came into the house, f 
requiring to be per- 
eoaally present at 
all that passed be- 
tween the dairymaid 
andher cousin. Ites- 
caped memory to say 
that when the femi- 
nine department re- 
fused to be deprived 
of rest, the male 
servants were equal- 
ly adverse to go to 
bed, being spirited 
up by Mr. Davis to 
spend the night to- 
gether, and likewise ir.pnBo old mua. 
being furnished with the best strong ale in the cellar by hii ini> 
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periooB direotioiu, which, by way of climax to assurance, was al- 
leged to be by order of Sir Jacob himself. I say nothing reflectiyely 
on his repeatedly discharging his artillery at unseasonable hours, 
'the shock principally concerning my own nervous constitution, 
which was so vibrated as to require calling in physical powers : 
and Doctor Tudor, considering advanced age and infirmity, is of 
opinion I may require to be under his professional hands for an 
ftnwiing twelvemonth. Of startling effects upon other parties I 
may make comments more unreserved, and without harsh ex- 
tenuation must say, his letting off reports without due notice, 
firequently when the females had valuable cut glass and china in 
their hands, or on their trays, was blamable in the extreme, to 
express the least of it. Another feature which caused much un- 
pleasantness, was Mr. Davis persisting to scrutinise and rum- 
mage the entire premises from top to bottom, but on this cha- 
racteristic tediousness forbids to dwell, and more particularly as 
mainly affecting himself, such as the flow of blood from his nose, 
and two coagulated eyes, from the cellar door, through a pecu- 
liar whim of looking for every thing in a state of absolute ob- 
scurity. I may add, by way of incident, that Mr. Davis walks 
lame from a canine injury in the calf of his leg, which I hope 
will not prove rabid in the end, — ^but the animals he has on his 
own responsibility introduced on the premises, really resemble, 
begging your Ladyship's pardon for the expression, what are 
denominated D.'s incarnate. 

Such, your Ladyship, is the unpropitious posture of domestic 
affairs at the Shrubbery, originating, I must say, exclusively 
from the imprecedented deviations of Mr. Davis. A mild con- 
struction would infer, from such extraordinary extravagance of 
conduct, a flightiness, or aberration of mind in the individual, 
but I deeply lament to say a more obvious cause exists to put a 
negative on such a surmise. For the last week Mr. Davis has 
betrayed an unusual propensity to pass his evenings at the 
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George Tavern, and in consequence has Beveral timea exhibited 
hinaelf in a Bacchanalian character to our extreme diicomfor- 
tare, and on one occasion actually treipaswd ao far beyond the 
bounda of modesty, as to offer me the rudeneas of a salute. I 
blush to impart such details to your LadyshijF; but juitice de> 
monds an explicit statement, honever repubive to riolated 
reserve and the rules of virtue. Amongst less immoral actions, 
I must advert to the arrival of two new engines with a vast 
number of leathern buckete, I fear ordered by Mr. Pavii at my 
honoured master's expense, and which are periodically cxerdaed 
in pumping every day, by the gardeners and the hinds, bang 
induced thereto by extra beverages of strong beer. By sncb 
means the aquatic supply of the well is frequently eihansted by 
playing upon nothing, — and at this present moment I am 
justified in stating we have not sufficient water to fulfil culinary 
purposes, or the demands of cleanliness. I feel ashamed to say 
there is not a strictly clean cap in the whole household. 




In short. Madam, we labour under an aggravated complication 
of insubordination, deprivation, discomfort, and alarm, daily and 
nightly, auch as to shock my eyes whilst it grieves my heart, 
and I may almost say turns my head to be present at, without 
iufficient authority to dictate or power to enforeo a course 
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more oonBisient with tlie line of rectitude. As my sway does 
not extend to Mr. Dayis, I humbly beseech your Ladyship's 
interference and influence in the proper quarter, in behalf, I 
may say, of a body of persecuted females, some of whom pos- 
sess coltiTated minds and sensitive feelings beyond their 
^here. 

I remain, respected Madam, 
Your Ladyship's most obliged and very humble Servant, 

Amelia Phipps. 

P.S. — One of Mr. Davis's savage bull-baiting dogs has just 
rushed with a frightful crash into the china-closet, in pursuit of 
the poor oat. 

To Sir Jacob Jubb, Baronet, M.P. 

HONNlllD SUR, 

Yure faver enclosin the Buings of the Parlimint houses 
cam dully to hand, and did indeed put up all the hares on my 
hed. It cam like the bust of a thunder bolt. You mite hay 
nockt me down with the fether of a ginny ren. My bran swum. 
I seamed rooted to the hearth — and did ^not no weather I was 
a dip or a waclc, on my hed or my heals. I was perfecly im- 
oonshunable, and could no more kollect meself then the Hirish 
tiths. I was a long Tim befor I cud perswade meself that 
the trooth was trew. But sich a dredful fire is enuff to un- 
settil wons resin. A thowsend ears mite role over our beds, 
and not prodeuce sich a bio to the constitushun. I was barley 
sensible. The Currier dropt from my hands wen I cam to the 
penygraft witch says " Our hops are at an end. The Hous of 
Conmiuns is a boddy of Flams, and so is the Hous of Pears t 
The Lords will be dun I " 

Honnerd Sur, I beg to Icondole as becums on yure missin 
yure seat. It must have bean the suddinest of shoi, & jest wen 
goin to sit after standin for the hole county, on yure hone fiitt* 
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Ing, Bt jronr lole expeai. But I do hop and trust it will oot 
be yuie diasoliuhuii, as aum repOTt ; I do hop it ia oaely an 
emtf rummer pict up at sum publick Hous. At aui^ an 
enoiudery crisua our wust firend wood be General Elixion, by 
atirrin up inflametory peple, particl; if tbere was a long pole. 
Tou see. Sir Jacob, I konker iu ewety sentaahua aentemint in 
yure respected Letter. The Tolkauo you menahun I can enter 




into. Theres a great deal of combustibul aperita in the connti; 
that onely wants a apark to conrart them into catarax : — and I 
greaTe to aay evrery inflammetory little demy Gog ia nust, and 
haa the candle support of certin pappera. Im alludin to the 
Presa. From thia sort, of counteuins the naahuDoI aspec gita 
moor fHteful ewery day. I eee no proapes for the next gen- 
setBshun but rocking and aninging. I hav had a grate menny 
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low thorts, for wat can be moor dispiritin then the loss of onr 
two gratest Publick Housisl There is nothin cumfortable. 
There is a Yesavus under our feat, and eyyery step brings us 
nearer to its brinks. Eyvery reflectiTe man must say we are a 
▼irgin on a precipus. 

Honnerd Sor ! In the mean tim I hay pade atenshnns to 
yure letter, and studid its epistlery derecshuns, witch I liay made 
meself very particler in fiilfiling to the utmost xtent. If the 
most zellus effuts have not sucksedid to wish I humbly beg to 
blame but wat is dew may fall on me, and hope other peples 
shears will visit their hone beds. The axident with the spring 
gun was no neglex of mine. After Barnes settin it himself, his 
tumblin over the wier must be lade to his hone dore along with 
his shot legs. I sent for two surgings to sea to him, and they 
cauld in too moor, so that he is certin of a good dressin, but he 
was very down-harted about gitting a livin, till I tolled him yure 
honner wood settle on him for the rest of his days. I may say 
the lik of the other axident to Sanders and Sam, who got badly 
woundid wile wotchin the stax, by apprehendin won another after 
a sanguine conflic by mistake for inciiideries. I have proraist in 
ynre honners nam to reword them boath hansumly for their 
▼igilings, but they stedfistly rcfus to padrol anny moor after dusk, 
tho they ar agreble by davlit, which leavs me at my whits ends 
for Firegards, as strange men wood not be trusswurthy. 

Honnered Sur — I am sorry I cood not git the mad servents 
to set up for theaves, even for wun nite runnin. I tried the 
Currier on them, but it didn't wurk on there minds ; they tuck 
lites in their hands and waukd to there pillers as if they hadn't 
a car on there heds, and wen I insistid on their allnnnin me they 
all give me wamin. As for the swetharts there's a duzzen 
domcsticatted luvers in the kitchen, and I'm sorry to say I can't 
give tliem al) a rowt. I ketchd the cook's bo gettin in at a 
windi r, a- d ocrcht his pockets for feer of fosfrus, but he contaned 
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nothin zcept a cruckid aixpens, a taler'g thimbel, and a tin bocky- 
box, i*ith a lock of hare witch did not match with cook's. It ia 
ilangenu wurk. B«cu8 I luck after the mades candeh they tie 
Btringa to the banestera to ketch my fut, and I haTe twice pitcht 
from the hed tothefuttofthe stars. I am riting with ray forrid 
brandid and brown pepperd, and my rite hand ia a poltus from 
groppingin the dark for cumbustibils in the cole seller, and di«< 
kivering nothin but the torturous kat and her kittingg. 




Hoimerd Sur — I got six capitol gees a hargin, but am verry 
dubbiuB weather they possess the propperty that ort to make 
them wakftil and weary of nitea. The olrl specious maybe lost. 
The Roman gees jou raenshun wood certinly hav newer suffeid 
themselves to be stolen without a cakeling, as our houe did too 
nites ago. As for the wotch dogs, to be candied, they were all 
errors in gudgment. There was to much Bui in the bread. Thd 
Terry fust nite they were let lose they flew in a rag, and began to 
- nnt their caning propenntea on each other's cufcasea. I regret 
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to say too was wurrid to deth before the next mouniing, and 
the rest were so full of bad bits and ingeries in there vittles 
they were obligated to be kild. In shutting Seazer with the 
blonderbush, I lament to ad it hung fire, and in liftin it up it 
went off of its hone hed and shot the bucher's horse at the gait, and 
he has thretind to tak the law if he isn't made good, as he was 
?erry vallyble. 

Honnerd Sur — Acoordin to orders I tuclc Johnson the suspishus 
man evveiy nite to the Gorge, and told him to caul for wat 
he likt, witch was allways an ot suppir and Punch. As yet he 
as disldTered nothin but sum Iot nonsins about a deary-made, so 
that its imoertin weather he is a dillygate or not ; but I shood 
say a desinin won, for by sum artful meens he allways manniged 
to make me drunk fust, and gennerally lent a hand to carry me 
home. I told the landlord to let him have aney thing he wantid 
and yure Honner wood pay the skore, but I think it was un- 
prudent of Mr. Tapper to let him run up to ten pound. But it 
^ isn't all drink, but eating as well — Johnson has a very glutinous 
appetit, and always stix to the tabel as long as there is meet. 

Honnerd Sur — Last fridy morning there was grate riotism 
and sines of the populus risin, and acoordin I lost no time in 
benyin the plait as derected by yure ordirs. I am gratifid to 
say the disturbans turned out ouely a puggleistical fit ; but owen 
to our hurry and allarm, the spot ware the plait was. berrid went 
out of our heads. We have since dug up the hole srubbeiy, but 
without tumin up anny thing in its shape. But it cant be lost, 
tho' it isnt to be found. The gardner swares the srubs will all 
di from being transplanted at impropper sesin — but I trust it is 
onely his old grumblin stile witch he cannot git over. 

Honnerd Sur — ^The wust is to cum. In casis of Fire the 
jnooth is shure to brake out suner or latter, so I may as well cum 
to the catstrophy without any varnish on my tail. This morning, 
aooording to yure order, I hignitted the littel faggit stak, fust 
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taldn the precawsbun; meshiiKi of drawin up a line of men 
with buckita, from the dux-pond to the lene of combustiiig. 
Nothin can la; tberefor on my sholderB : it all riz from the men 
strildn for bear, wen they ort to hay bean handin warier to won 
anotber. I felt my deuty to argy the pint, which I trust will be 
apnived, and wile we were cussin and diacuasin the fire got abed 
that de&de all ouruoitted pours to subdo. To eonfesB the fax, 
the fire inguna ware all lokt up in a atabble with a shy key that 
had tost itself the day before, and was not to be bad wen we 
wantid to lay bands on it. Not that we could have wurkd the 
ii^ona if they had faverd with their presens, for want of hands. 
Evreiy boddy had run so offen at tbe allarm bell that tbey got no- 
boddy to go in there ateed. It was an bawful site ; tbe deTO¥rring 
ellemint swaUerd won thing after another aa suue aa cotched, 
and rushed along roring with friteful violins. Were tbe finger 
of Froridins is the hand as does we must not arrange it, but aa 
tike him says, " we must submit and hombel Bee." Hcavin 
direx tbe winds, and not us. As it blue towards the sow the 
piggry snne cotcbd, and that ootcbd the foul housis, and then 
tbe btiTQ cotchd with all the straw, and tbe granery cotched next, 
witch it wood not have duu if we had puld down tbe Cow Hous 
that stud between. That was all the cotching, excep the bay- 
stax, fJYim Jenkins runain about with a flaimin tale to Us smonk 
frock. At last, by a blesain, when there was no moor to bum 
it was got under and squentcbed itself, prays be given without 
loss of lif Or lim. Another comfit is all bein inshured in the Sun, 
enuff to kiver it ; and I shud hop titey will not refus to make 
gad on the ground that it was dun wilful by our hone ax and 
deeds. But fire officis are sumtimes verry unlibberal, and will 
ketch hold of a boming straw, and if fax were put on their oths 
I couldn't deni a bundil of rogs, matchis, candel ends, and other 
combuatibils pokt into the f^gits, and then litin up with my 
hone hand. Tim will aho. In the meenwhile I am consienshusly 
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m^, H wAJffa for the beat, thougli tamil bat for the vnat, 
and un gratifid to reflect that *I Imr omitted nothin, but have 
■enqipleiuly fulRld errery particler of yure honners instnixions, 
tnd in hop of appraral of the saiin, await the faver of furthir 
Hunmands, and am, 

Honnerd Sur Jacob, 
Toot hnmbel, faithful, and obedient Serviat, 
ItooER Davis. 




HUGGIN8 AND DUGGINS. 

A. PA8T0RAL AFTER POPB, 

Two Bwuns or clovrns — but coll them awain 
While keeping flock* on Salisbnr; Plains, 
For all that tend on sheep as drovers. 
Are tamed to songstera, or to lorert. 
Each of the lass he called his dear, 
Began to carol loud and dear. 

I^rst Hug^DB sang, and Duggins then. 
In the waj of andent shepherd men ; 
Who thus altsmate hitch'd in long, 
•< All things by tnmi, and nothing hwg." 



*Bf^li^S Aim D0GG1H8. ;> 
'** 
HUSO IN B. 

Of alL the giila about our place. 
There's one beats all in form and faoe ; 
Search through ell Qreat and Little Bumpitead, 
Tonll only find one Peggy Pl<impet«ad. 




To gTovee and stresnu I tell my flame, 
I make the cliffs repeat her name : 
When I'm inapired by giUs and noggins, 
The ncka le-acho Sally Hoggins I 



*■ "l 
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HUeOINS. 

When I am walkiiig in the groye, 
I think of Peggy as I rove, 
rd canre her name on e?ery tree. 
But I don't know my A, B, C. 

DueoiNs. 

Whether I walk in hill or valley, 
I think of nothing else but Sally. 
rd sing her praise, but I can sing 
No song, except '* God save the King." 

HUQQIN8. 

My Peggy does all nymphs excel, 
And all confess she bears the bell, — 
Where'er she g^oes swains flock together, 
like sheep that follow the bellwether. 

DUOGINS. 

Sally is tall and not too straight, — 
Those very poplar shapes I hate ; 
But something twisted like an S, — 
A crook becomes a shepherdess. 

HUGOINS. 

When Peggy's dog her arms imprison, 
I often wish my lot was hisn ; 
How often I should stand and turn, 
To get a pat fipom hands like hem. 

DU0QIN8. 

I tell Sail's lambs how blest they be, 

To stand about and stare at she ; 

But when I look, she turns and shiee, 

And won't bear nooa but their aheep'a-eyoil 
7—2 
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HUOaiNS. 

Lore goes with F^y where she goes,— 
Beneath her smile the garden grows ; 
Potatoes spring, and cabbage starts, 
Tstoes have eyes, and cabbage hearts 1 

SOeQINS. 

Where SaDy goes it's always spring, 
Her presence brighlMU ereiy thing ; 
The son smiles bright, hut where her grin is. 
It makes brass farthings look like guineas. 

BUGOIMS. 

For Veggy I can have no joy. 
She's sometimes kind, and sometimes coy, 
And keeps me, by her wayward tricks, 
As oomfwtless as sheep with ticks. 




Sally is ripe as June or May, 
And yet as cold as Christmas day ; 
For when she's asked to change her lot, 
Lamb's wool, — but Bally, she wool not. 
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HUQ01N8. 

Only with Peggy and with health, 
I*d never wish for state or wealth ; 
Talking of haying health and more pence, 
rd drink her health if I had fourpence. 

DDOGINS. 

Oh, how that day would seem to shine. 
If Sally's banns were read with mine ; 
She cries, when such a wish I carry. 
Marry come up ! " but will not marry. 



« 



DOMESTIC DIDACTICS. 

BT AN OLD SERVANT. 



It is not often when the Nine descend that they go so low as 
into areas; it is certain, nevertheless, that they were in the 
habit of visiting John Humphreys, in the kitchen of No. IW, 
Portland Place, disguised, no doubt, from mortal eye, as sea^ *" «* • 
stresses or charwomen — at all events, as Winifred Jenkins says, •* « 
*' they were never ketch'd in the fact." Perhaps it was the rule ^ 
of the house to allow no followers, and they were obliged to^ * *' 
come by stealth, and to go in the same manner; indeed, •from . ' 
the fragmental nature of John's verses, they appear to have often* *' * 
left him very abruptly. Other pieces bear witness of the severe a^ 
distraction he suffered between his domestic duty to the Umphra- 
viUes, twelve in family, with their guests, and his own secret 
visitors from Helicon. It must have been provokiag, when 
seeking for a simile, to be sent in search of a salt-ceUar; or 
when hunting for a rhyme, to have to look for a missing tea- 
spoon. By a whimsical peculiarity, the causes of these lets and 
hindrances are recorded in his verses^ by way of parenthesis : 



ir 1 O I r r r 




u it certainlj would have done otberwiae, for thi 
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propensify for poetry, and happily cleared up some points in 
JoWs character, which had appeared to his disadvantage. 
Thus when his eye was " in fine frenzy rolling," bemused only 
with Gastalian water, he had been suspected of being *' bemused 
with beer ; " and when he was supposed to indulge in a morning 
sluggishness, he was really rising with the sun, at least with 
Apollo. He was accused occasionally of shamming deafriess, 
whereas it was doubtless nothing but the natural difficulty of 
hearing more than Nine at once. Above all, he was reckoned 
almost wilfully unfortunate in his breakage ; but it appears that 
when deductions for damage were made from his wages, the 
poetry ought to have been stopped, and not the money. The 
truth is, John's master was a classical scholar, and so accustomed 
to read of Pegasus, and to associate a Poet with a Horseman, 
that he never dreamt of one as a Footman. 

The Editor is too diffident to volunteer an ekborate criticism 
of the merits of Humphreys as a Bard — but he presumes to say 
thus much, that there are several Authors, of the present day, 
whom John ought not to walk behind. 

THE BBOKEN DISH. 

What's life but fiill of care and doubt. 

With all its fine humanities, 
With parasols we walk about. 

Long pigtails and such vanities. 

We plant pomegranite trees and things. 

And go in gardens sporting. 
With toys and fans of peacocks' wings. 

To painted ladies courting. 

We gather flowers of every hue, 

And fish in boats for fishes. 
Build summer-houses painted blue,-^ 

But life's as frail as dishes. 
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WaUdng about their groTes of trees. 
Blue bridges and blue riyers. 

How little thought them two Chinese 
Tlie]r'd both be smash'd to shrrers. 



ODB TO FEAGB. 

WEITTIN CM THE NIGHT OF MT MISTRSSS's 

GRAND ROUT. 

Oh Peace ! oh come with me and dwell — 

But stop, for there's the belL 
Ok Peace I for thee I go and sit in churdies. 
On Wednesday, when there's very few 

In loft or pew — 
Another ring, the tarts are come firom Birch's. 
Ok Peace I for thee I haTe aToided marriage — 

Hush ! theie's a carriage. 
Ok Peace I thou art the best of earthly goods — 

The fiTe Miss Woods. 
Ok Peace ! thou art the Goddess I adore — 

There come some more. 
Oh Peace 1 thou child of sditude and quiet — 
That's Lord Brum's footman, for he lores a rioc 



OhPeacel 

Knods will not cease. 
Ok Peace ! thou wert for human comfoirt plann* 

T^f a Weippat's band. 
iA Peace ! now ^^ I welcome thy approadu 

I hear the sound of coaches. 
Oil Peace ! ok ^aoe I — another carnage stop»— 

It's eac^ lor the Blenkinaopa* 
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Oh Peace ! with thee I love to wander. 

But wait till I have show'd up Lady Squander, 

And now I've seen her up the stair, 

Oh Peace I — ^but here comes Captain Hare. 

Oh Peace I thou art the slumber of the mind, 

Untroubled, calm and quiet, and unbroken, — 

If that is Alderman Guzzle from Portsoken, 

Alderman Gobble won't be far behind ; 

Oh Peace ! serene in worldly shyness, — 

Make way there for his Serene Highness ! 

Oh Peace I if you do not disdain 
To dwell amongst the menial train, 
I have a silent place, and lone. 
That you and I may call our own ; 
Where tumult never makes an entiy — 
Susan, what business have you in my pantry P 

Oh Peace 1 but there is Major Monk, 
At variance with his wife — Oh Peace ! 
And that great German, Vander Trunk, 
And that great talker, Miss Apreece ; 
Oh Peace ! so dear to poets* quills — 
They're just beginning their quadrilles — 
Oh Peace ! our greatest renovator ; — 
I wonder where I put my waiter — 
Oh Peace ! — ^but here my Ode I'll cease ; 
I have no peace to write of Peace. 



A FEW LINES ON COMPLETING FOETY-SBVEN. 
When I reflect with serious sense. 

While years and years run on, 
How soon I may be summon'd hence — 
There's cook a-calling John. 
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Our lives arc buill so frail and poor, 
On sand and not on rocks, 

We're hourly standing at Death's door — 
There's some one double-knocks. 

All human days have settled terms. 
Our fates we cannot force ; 

This flesh of mine will feed the worms — 
They're come to lunch of course. 

And when my body's tum'd to clay. 
And dear friends hear my knell, 

O let them give a sigh and say — 
I hear the upstairs bell. 



TO MABY HOUSEMAID, 
ov TAUunrura'B bat. 

Mart, you know I've no love-nonsense. 
And, though I pen on such a day, 

I don't mean flirting, on my conscience. 
Or writing in the courting way. 

Though Beauty hasn't form'd your feature. 
It saves you, p'rhaps, from being vain. 

And many a poor unhappy creature 
May wish that she was half as plain. 

Your virtues would not rise an indi. 
Although your shape was two foot taller. 

And wisely you let others pinch 

Great waists and feet to make them smaller. 



FAIM IN A PLSASUEH-BOAT. 

You never try lo spare your lianda 
Fiom gettiag red by household duty, 

But, doing atl that it commandB, 
Theii coaneaess is & moral beauty. 

Let Susan flourisb hei fair arms 

And at your odd \cgi aoeer and scoff. 

But let her laugh, for you have diarms 
That nobody koows nothing of. 




PAIN IN A PLEASURE-BOAT. 

A SEA BCLOflUS. 



" I appTabcnd jtoq I "— School or Sivoan. 



BOATKJlN. 

Bhotx off then I — ihip the rudder. Bill— cast off I ahe'a undor 
way I 

Mrs.?. 
She's under what F— I hope she's not 1 good gtodous, what t 



lOB run m A FLBASUSE-BOAT, 

BOATVAN. 

Han ont the jib, and rig the boom! keep dear of those two 
brigs I 

Mks. F. 
I hope they don't intend same joke by nmniag of their rigs I 




UOATllAN. 

Bill, shift them bags of ballast aft — she's rather out of trim I 

Ub3. p. 
Qreat bogs of stones I they're pretty things to help a boat to 
■wiml 

BOATUAN. 

The vrind is fresh — if she don't scud, it's not the breeze's fault ' 

Mks. p. 
Wind fresh, indeed, I never felt the air so full of salt I 
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Boatman. 

That Schooner, Bill, harn't left the roads, with oranges and 

nuts! 

Mas. P. 

If seas have roads, they're very rough — I never felt such ruts ! 

Boatman. 
It's neiqp, ye see, she's heavy lade, and couldn't pass the bar. 

Mas. F. 

The bar! what, roads with turnpikes too? 1 wonder where 

they are ! 

Boatman. 

Ho 1 brig ahoy 1 hard up ! hard up ! that lubber cannot steer I 

Mrs. F. 
Yes, yes, — hard up upon a rock I I know some danger's near 1 
Lord, there's a wave ! it's coining in ! and roaring like a bull ! 

Boatman. 

Nothing, Ma'am, but a little slop! go large, Bill I keep her 

fuU! 

Mrs. F. 

What, keep her full I what daring work I when full, she most 

go down ! 

Boatman. 

Why, Bill, it lulls 1 ease off a bit — ^it's coming off the town ! 

Steady your helm ! we'll clear the Pint / lay right for yonder 

pink! 

Mrs. P. 

Be steady — well, I hope they can ! but they've got a pint of 

drink! 

Boatman. 

Bill, give that sheet another haul — she'll fetch it up this reach. 

Mas. P. 
I'm getting rather pale, I know, and they see it by that speech 1 
I wonder what it b, now, but ^I never felt so queer ! 
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llOATMAS. 

Bill, mind youi luff — why Bill, I say, she's yawing — keep ler 

nearl 

Mm. P. 
Keep nearl we^ going further off; tiie limd'a behind onr 

books. 




BOA.THAN. 

Be euy, Ua'am, it's sU correct, that's only 'caiue we tacka : 
We ahall bare to beat about a bit, — ^Bill, keep her out to sea. 

Msa. F. 
Beat who abontF Keep who at eeaf — how black they look at 
mel 



A SPENT BALL. HI 

Boatman. 

It*8 yeering round — I knew it would 1 off with her head I stand 

byl 

Mrs. F. 

Off with her head-l whose P where P what withP — an axe I 

seem to spy I 

Boatman. 

She can't not keep her own, you see ; we shall have to pull her 

inl 

Mbs. F. 

They'll drown me, and take all I have I my life's not worth a 

pin I 

Boatman. 

Look out you know, be ready. Bill — just when she takes the 

sandl 

Mes. F. 

The sand— Lord 1 to stop my mouth ! how eveiy thing is 

planned ! 

Boatman. 

The handspike, Bill — quick, bear a hand 1 now Ma'am, just step 

ashore ! 

Mes. F. 

What ! an't I going to be kiil'd — and welter'd in my gore P 

Well, Heaven be praised ! but I'll not go a sailing any more ( 



A SPENT BALL. 



•* The flying balU"— Gray. 



A Ball is a round, but not a perpetual round, of pleasure. 
It spends itself at last, like that from the cannon's mouth ; or 
rather, like that greatest of balls, " that great globe itself," is 
** dissolved with all that it inherits." 

Four o'dook strikes. The company are all but gone, and tho 



rmisiciaiis "put up" »illi lli.ir ub.Hur, A f.-v "Ji'j'"-^'>." 
however, remain, that hare never been danced, and the hostess, 
who is a]I nrb&nity and turbanitj, kindly hopes that they will 
stand ap for " one aet more." The six ligurea jump at the 
offer; they "wake the Haip," get the Gddlers into a fresh 




■crapa, and "the Lancers" are put through their ex<:rdse. 
This may be called the Dance of Death, for it ends every thing. 
The band i* disbanded. Bad the Ball takes the form of a family 
circle. It is lonjr past the time when church-yards yawn, but 
the month of Mamma opens to a bore, that gives hopes of the 
Thames Tunnel. Papa, to whom the Ball has been anything 
but a fmt»-meat one, seizes eagerly upon the first eatables be 
can catch, and with his mouth open and his eyes shut, declares, 
in the spirit of an " Examiner '' into such things, that a " Party 
is the madness of many for the gain of a few." The son, heartily 
tind of a suit of broad cloth cut narrow, assents to the pro- 
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position, and liaving no further use for his curled head, lays it 
quietly on the shelf. The daughter droops ; art has had her 
Almack's, and nature establishes a Free and Easy. Grace throws 
herself, skow-wow any-how, on an ottoman, and Good Breeding 
crosses her leg^. Koses begin to relax, and Curls to unbend 
themselves ; the very Candles seem released from the restraints 
of gentility, and getting low, some begin to smoke, while others 
indulge in a gutter. Muscles and sinews feel equally let loose, 
and by way of a joke, the cramp ties a double-knot in Clarinda's 
calf. 

Clarinda screams. To this appeal the maternal heart is more 
awake than the maternal eyes, and the maternal hand begins 
hastily to bestow its friction, not on the leg of suffering, but on 
the leg of the sofa. In the mean time, paternal hunger gets 
satisfied ; he eats slower, and sleeps faster, subsiding, like a 
gorged Boa Constrictor, into torpidity ; and in this state, grasp- 
ing an extinguished candle, he lights himself up to bed. Clarinda 
fellows, stumbling through her steps in a doze-^doze; the 
brother is next, and Mamma having seen with half an eye, or 
something less, that all is safe, winds up the procession. 

Every Ball, however, has its rebound, and so has this in their 
dreams — ^with the mother who has a daughter, as a Golden 
Ball ; with the daughter, who has a lover, as nn eye-ball ; with 
his son, who has a rival, as a pistol-ball ; but with the father, 
who has no dreams at all, as nothing but the blacking-ball of 
oblivion. 



LITEBAEY AND LITEEAL. 



Thx March of Mind upon its mighty stilts, 

(A spirit by no means to fasten mocks on,) 

In travelling through Berks, Beds, Notts, and Wilts, 

Hants-^Bucks, Herts, Oxon, 
TOL. n. 8 
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GK>t up a thing our ancestors ne'er thought on, 
A thing that, only in our proper youth. 
We should have chuckled at — ^in sober truth, 
A Conversazione at Hog's Norton ! 

A place whose native dialect, somehow. 
Has always by an adage been affironted, 
And that it is all gnUuraU^ is now 
Taken for grunted. 

Conoeive the snoring of a greedy swine. 
The slobbering of a hungry Ursine 81oth — 
If you have ever heard such creature dine— 
And — ^for Hog's Norton, make a mix of both I — 

< shades of Shakspeare 1 Chaucer I Spenser 1 
Milton 1 Fopel Grayl Wartonl 
Cohnan 1 Kenny ! Planche I Poole ! Peake 1 

Pocockl Eeynolds! Morton I 
O Grey 1 Peel ! Sadler 1 Wilberforce ! Burdett ! 

Hume ! Wilmot Horton ! 
Think of your prose and verse, and worse— delivered iu 
Hog's Norton I — 

The founder of Hog's Norton Athenaeum 

Framed her society 

With some variety 
Prom Mr. Boscoe's Liverpool museum ; 
Not a mere pic-nic, for the mind's repast. 
But tempting to the solid knife-and-forker. 
It held its sessions in the house that last 

Had killed a porker. 



UnSAST AMO LITERAIb 
It cbanced one Friday, 
One Farmer Qnylej stuck a v^ big hog, 
A perfect Qog oi Magc% of a pig-hog. 
Which made of course a literary high day, — 
Not that am Fanner waa a man to go 
With literary tastea — bo &x from suiting 'em. 
When he heard mention of Frofeasor CrotM, 




OM^t lui la nun." 



Or L«lIft-A>oii, he always vaa for diooting 't 
In fact in lettera he waa quite a Ic^, 

With him great Bacon 

Was litenlly taken. 
»— 3 
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And Hogg — the Poet — ^nothing but a Hog I 

As to all others on the list of Pame, 

Although they were discuss'd and mention'd daOy, 

He only recognised one classic name, 

And thought that she had hung herself — Miu BaiUief 

To balance this, our Parmer's only daughter 
Had a great taste for the Castalian water — 
A Wordsworth worshipper — a Southey wooer, — 
(Though men that deal in water-colour cakes 
May disbelieve the fact — ^yet nothing's truer) 

She got the bluer 
The more she dipped and dabbled in the Laket. 
The secret truth is, Hope, the old deceiver. 
At future Authorship was apt to hint. 
Producing what some call the Type-us Pever, 
Which means a burning to be seen in print. 

Of learning's laurels — ^Miss Joanna Bailb'e — 

Of Mrs. Remans— Mrs. Wilson — daily 

Dreamt Anne Prisdlla Isabella Grayley ; 

And Pancy hinting that she had the better 

Of L.E.L. by one initial letter. 

She thought the world would quite enraptur'd see 

**LoyE Lays and Ltbigs 

BY 

API G." 

Accordingly, with very great propriety. 
She joined the H. N. B. and double S., 
That is, — Hog's Norton Blue Stocking Society; 
And saving when her Pa his pigs prohibited. 

Contributed 
fiarpork and poetxjr towards the mess* 



UTXA&BT Aim UTKBAL. 

ThU feast, we said, one Friday was the case. 
When fanner Grayley — from Uacbeth to quote — 
Screwing his courage to the " sticking place," 
Stuck a large knife into a gnmter's throat ; — 
A kind of murder that the law's rebuke 
Seldom condemuB by shake of its peruke, 
Showing the little sympathy of b^-wigt 
With jriff-iiiigt I 

The swine — poor wretch I — with nobody to speak for it, 
And beg its life, resolved to have a squeak for it ; 
So — like the fabled swan — died singing out. 
And, thus, there issued firom the former'a yard 
A note that notified without a cord. 
An invitation to the evening rout. 




And when the time came duly, — "' At the close of 
The day," as Beattie has it, " when the ham — " 
Bacon and pork were ready to dispose of. 
And pettitoes and chit'lings too, to cram, — 
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Walked in the EL N. B. and doable 8.% 
All in appropriate and swinish dresses. 
For lo 1 it is a &ot, and not a joke» 
Although the Muse might fairly jest upon it. 
Thej came--each " Pig-faced Lady/' in that bonnet 
WectJlapoke, 

The Members all assembled thus, a rare woman 
At pork and poetry was chosen ekatrwomoH ; — 
In fact, the bluest of the Blues. Miss Ikey, 
Whose whole pronunciation was so niggy, 
She always named the authoress of ** Payeke " — 
As Mrs. Tipj^ey f 

And now arose a question of some moment, — 

What author for a lecture was the richer, 

Bacon or Hogg ? there were no votes for Beaumont, 

But some for FlUcker ; 
While others, with a more sagacious reasoning, 

Proposed another work. 

And thought their pork 
Would prove more rdishing finom Thomson's Season-ing ! 

But. practised in Shakspearian readings daily,— 
O ! Miss Macanlay 1 Shakspeaie at Hog's Norton 
Miss Anne Prisdlla Isabella Grayley 
Selected M» that evening to snofton. 
In shoit, to make our stoiy not a big tale^ 

Just ftiM^ her exerting 

Her talents, and c on ve rtin g 
TWa Winter's TUe to something like a pig4ale I 

Her sistv anditQij 
Al sitting round, with grave and learned laces. 

Were ver^ planditoiy, 
Of oome. and dipped her at the proper places • 
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mi fanned at onm by fortune and the Uubc, 
She tliought henelf the blessedest of Blues. 
But Happiness, aUs I has blights of ill. 
And Fleasnie's bubbles in the air explode ;— 
Then is no travelling through life but still 
The heart will meet with breakers on the road I 

With that peculiar voice 
Heard only from Hog's Norton throats and noeea, 
Miss G., with Perdita, was making choice 
Of bods and blossoms for her summer posies. 
When coming to that line, where Proserpine 
Lets fall her flowers from the wain of Dis ; 

Imagine this — 
Uprose on bis hind legs old Parmer Grayley, 
Grunting this question for the club's digestion, 
" Do DU't Waggm go liom the Ould Biisley P " 




lio ^Acowwr. 



THE ACCIDENT. 



*'We thought she never would ride it out, and expected her every 
moment to go to pieceft." — Naval Sketch Book* 



" Thbbb you go, you yillain — ^that's the way to run over 
people I There's a little boy in the road — ^you'd better run over 
^linif for you won't call out to him, no, not you, for a brute as 
you are I You think poor people an't common Christians, — 
you grind the faces of the poor, you do. Ay, cut away, do— 
you'll be Wilful Murdered by the Crowner some day I I'll keep 
up with you and tell the gentlemen on the top I Women wasn't 
created for you to gallop over like dirt, and scrunch their bones 
into compoimd fractions. — Don't get into his coach, Ma'am 1 
lie's no respect for the sects ^^ he'll lay you up in the hospital for 
months and months, he will, the inhuman hard-hearted 
varmin ! " 

The speaker, a little active old woman, had run parallel with 
the coach some fifty yards, when it stopped to take up a lady 
who was as prompt as ladies generally are, in giving dinner in- 
structions to the cook, and setting domestic lessons to the 
housemaid, besides having to pack a parcel, to hunt for her clogs, 
to exchange the cook's umbrella for her own, and to kiss all her 
seven children. Mat, thus reduced to a door- mat, was unable to 
escape the volley which the Virago still poured in upon him ; 
but he kept a most imperturbable face and silence till he was 
fairly seated again on the box. 

" There, gentlemen," said he, pointing at the assailant with 
his whip ; " that's what I call gratitude. Look at her figure 
now, and look at what it was six months ago. She never had a 
waist till I run over her." 
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*' I hope, fHend, thee art not veiy apt to make these experi- 
ments on the human figure," said an elderly Quaker on the roof. 
*• Not by no means," answered Mat ; " I have done very little 
in the accidental line — nothing worth mentioning. All the years 
I've been on the road, I've never come to a kill on the spot ; 
them sort o'things belongs to Burrowes, as drives over one with 
the Friend in Need, and he's got quite a name for it. He's 
called ' Fatal Jack.' To be sure, now I think of it, I was the 
innocent cause of death to one person, and she was rather out of 
the common." " You fractured her limbs, p'r'aps P " inquired 
one of the outsides. " No such thing," said Mat, " there was 
nothing fractious in the case ; as to running over her limbs, it 
was the impossible thing with a woman bom without legs and 
arms." " Tou must allude to Miss Bifi&n," said the outsider — 
" the Norfolk phenomenon." 

"Begging your pardon," said Mat, "it was before the 
Phenomenon was started. It was one of the regular old long- 
bodied double-coaches, and I drove it myself. Very uneasy 
they were ; for springs at that time hadn't much spring in 'em ; 
and nobody on earth had thought of Macadaming Piccadilly. 
You could always tell whether you were on the stones, or off, 
and no mistake. I was a full hour behind time — for coaches in 
them days wasn't called by such names as Chronometers and 
Ctegulators, and good reason why. So I'd been plying a full 
hour after time, without a soul inside, except a barrel of natives 
for a customer down the road : at last, a hackney-coach pulls 
up, and Jarvey and the waterman lifts Miss Bifi^ into my 
drag. Well, off I sets with a light load enough, and to fetch 
up time astonished my team into a bit of a gaUop— and it 
wasn't the easiest thing in the world to keep one's seat on the 
box, the coach jumped so over the stones. Well, away I goes, 
springing my rattle till I come to the gate at Hyde Park 
Comer, where one of my insides was waiting for me— and not 



raj H>n7 to pull np, for tha bnath wu Blmoat ihook ont oi 
BI7 beltowa. Well, I openi the door, and whit do I ko ijmg 




together at the bottom of the coach, but Hin Biffin bruiaed un- 
aeiuible, and the head out of the barrel of oysters I " 

" I do hope, friend," aaid the elderly Quaker, " that thon 
didit replsoe them on their seats." 

" To be mre I did," answered Mat, " and the oyaters took it 
quietly enongh, without opening their mouths ; but it didn't go 
qnita w smooth with Miss B. She talked of an action for 
damages, and consulted connael ; but, Lord bless you, when it 
MBM to taking atapa agin ui, ahe hadn't s leg to itand npon I " 




SONNET. 

n> LOBD WHAKNCUm, OH BIB QAHB-BILL. 



Fk fond of partridgei, I'm fond of anipea, 
rm fbud of black cocks, for they're very good cockt— 
Tm fond of wild dacks, and Fm fond of woodoocka — 
And glome that set up such strange motnish pipea. 
Fm fond of pheaianta with their splendid stripes — 
Ftn fond of hares, whether from Whig or T017 — 
Fm fond of capercailzies in their gloijr, — 
T«tl, widgeons, plomt, birdi In in tiirir trpw I 
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All these are in your care, Law-giving Peer, 
And when you next address your Lordly Babel, 
Some clause put in your Bill, precise and dear. 
With due and fit provision to enable 
A man that holds all kinds of game so dear 
To keep, like Crockford, a good Gaming Table. 



LITERAKY EEMINISCENCES. 

No. L 



Tnu was, I sat upon a lofty stool. 

At lofty desk, and with a clerkly pen 

Began each morning, at the stroke of ten, 

To write iu Bell and Co.'s commercial school ; 

In Warnford Court, a shady nook and cool, 

The favourite retreat of merchant men ; 

Yet would my quill turn vagrant even then, 

And take stray dips in the Castaliaii pooL 

Now double entrr — ^now a flowery trope — 

Mingling poetic honev with trade wax — 

Blogff, brothers ^Milton — Grote and Prescott — Pope^ 

Bristles — and Hogg — Glvn Mills and Halifax — 

Rogers — and Towgood — l3emp — the Bard of Hope — 

BariUa^Byron— Tallow— Burns— and Flax I 



Mt commercial career was a brief one, and deserved only a 
sonnet in commemoration. The fault, however, lay not with 
the muses. To commit poetry indeed is a crime ranking next 
to foigery in the counting-house code ; and an Ode or a song 
dated Copthall Court, would be as certainly noted and pro- 
tested as a dishonoured bill. I have even heard of an unfortunate 
derk, who lost his situation through being tempted by the jingle 
to subscribe imder an account current 

** Excepted all errors 
Made by John Ferrers," 

his employer emphatically declaring that Poetry and Logwoou 
could never coexist in the same head. The principal of owr 
firm on the contrary had a turn for the Belles Lettres, and 
would have winked with both eyes at verses which did not in- 
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trade into an invoice or confuse their figures with those of the 
Ledger. The true cause of my retirement from Commercial 
affairs was more prosaic. My constitution, though far frt)m 
yenerable, had begun to show symptoms of decay : my appetite 
fiuled, and its principal creditor, the stomach, received only an 
Ounce in the pound. My spirits daily became a shade lower — 
my flesh was held less and less firmly — ^in short, in the language 
of the price current, it was expected that I must " submit to a 
decline." The Doctors who were called in, declared impera- 
tively that a mercantile life would be the death of me — that by 
so much sitting, I was hatching a whole brood of complaints, 
and that no Physician would insure me as a merchantman from 
the Port of London to the next Spring. The Exchange, they 
said, was against me, and as the Exchange itself used to ring 
with "- Life let us Cherish," there was no resisting the advice. 
I was ordered to abstain from A.8hes, Bristles, and Petersburg 
yellow candle, and to indulge in a more generous diet — to take 
regular country exercise instead of the Eussia Walk, and to go 
to bed early even on Foreign Post nights. Above all I was 
recommended change of air, and in particular the bradng 
breezes of the North. Accordingly I was soon shipped as per 
advice, in a Scotch Smack, which " smacked through the breeze," 
as Dibdin sings so merrily, that on the fourth morning we were 
in sight of the prominent old Steeple of " Bonny Dundee." 

My Biographer, in the Book of Grems, alludes to this voyage, 
and infers from some verses — " Gadzooks I must one swear to 
the troth of a song P " — that it sickened me of the sea. No- 
thing can be more unfounded. The marine terrors and dis- 
agreeables enumerated in the poem, belong to a Miss Oliver, and 
not to me, who regard the ocean with a natural and national 
partiality. Constitutionally proof against that nausea which 
extorts so many wave-offerings from the afflicted, I am as con- 
stant as Captain Ba^il Hall himself^ in my regard ''for tht 
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dement that never tiies." Some washy fellows, it is true, 
JVviA-men from Cambridge and the like, affect to prefer river or 
even pond water for their aquatics — the tame ripple to the 
wild wave, the prose to " the poetry of motion." But give me 
"the multitudinous sea," resting or rampant, with all its 
variable moods and changeable colouring. Methought, when 
pining under the maladie du pt^t, on a hopeless, sick bed, in« 
land, in Germany, it would have relieved those yearnings but 
to look across an element so instinct with English associations, 
that it would seem rather to unite me to than sever me from 
my native island. And, trulv, wnen I did at last stand on the 
brink of the dark blue sea, my home-sick wishes seemed already 
half fulfilled, and it was not till many months afterwards that I 
actually crossed the Channel. But I am, besides, personally 
under deep obligations to the great deep. Twice, indeed, in a 
calm, and in a storm, has my life been threatened with a salt* 
water catastrophe ; but that quarrel has long been made up, and 
forgiven, in gratitude for the blessing and bracing influence ol 
the breezes that smack of the ocean brine. Dislike the sea I — 
With what delight aforetime used I to swim in it, to dive in it, 
to sail on it I Ask honest Tom Woodgate, of Hastings, who 
made of me, for a landsman, a tolerable boataman. Even now, 
when do I feel so easy in body, and so cheerful in spirit, as 
when walking hard by the surge, listening, as if expecting some 
whisperings of friendly but distant voices, in its eternal mur^ 
muring. Sick of the sea ! If ever I have a water-drinking 
fancy, it is a wish that the ocean brine had been sweet, or sour 
instead ^of salt, so as to be potable ; for what can be more 
tempting to the eye &s a draught, than the pure fluid, almost 
invisible with clearness, as it lies in some sandy scoop, or rocky 
hollow, a true " Diamond of the Desert," to say nothing of the 
same living liquid in its effervescing state, when it sparkles up, 
UaaiDg and bubbling in the ship's wake— the veiy Champaigno 



LITEBABY SSMINIS0SN0B8. 187 

of water! Above all what intellectual solar and soothing 
symp have I not derived from the mere contemplation of the 
boundless main, — ^the most effectual and innocent of mental 
sedatives, and often called in aid of that practical philosophy it 
has been my wont to recommend in the present work. For 
whenever, owing to physical depression, or a discordant state of 
the nerves, my personal vexations and cares, real or imaginary, 
become importunate in my thoughts, and acquire, by morbid 
exaggeration, an undue prominence and importance, what 
remedy then so infallible as to mount to my solitary seat in the 
look-out, and thence gaze awhile across the broad expanse, till 
in the presence of that vast horizon, my proper troubles shrink 
to their true proportions, and I look on the whole race of men, 
with their insignificant pursuits, as so many shrimpers ! But 
this is a digression — We have made the harbour of Dundee, and 
it is time to step ashore in " stout and original Scotland,'* as it 
is called by Doctor Adolphus Wagner, in his German edition of 
Bums*. 

Like ))ther shipments, I had been regularly addressed to the 

* The Baron Dapotet de Sennovoy and Doctor EUiotson, will donbtlaM 
be glad to be informed, that the inapired Scottiah Poet waa a belierer in 
their magnetiamal mysteries — at least in the article of reading a book be- 
hind the back. In a letter to Mr. Robert Ainslie, ia the foUowing pasflage 
in prooL ** I have no doubt bat scholarcraft may be caoght, as a Scots- 
man catches the itch — by friction. How else can yon account for it that 
bonr bloekheada, by mere dint of handHng books, grow so wise that ereo 
they themselves are equally convinced of and surprised at their own 
parts ? I once carried that philosophy to that degree, that in a knot of 
country folks, who had a library amongst them, and who, to the honoor of 
their good sense, made me factotum in the business ; one of our members, 
a little wiselook, squat, upright, jabbering bodv of a tailor, I advised him 
instead of turning over the leaves, to bind i^ hook on kk back, Johnnie 
took the hint, and as our meetings were every fourth Saturday, and Prick- 
louse having a good Soots mile to walk in coming, and of course another 
in returning, Bodkin waa sure to lay his hand on some heavy quarto or 
ponderous folio ; with and under which, wrapt np in his gray plaid, he 
grew wiae as he grew weary all the way homeu He carried tnia so far, 
uat an old must^ Hebrew Concordance, which we had in a present from a 
neighbouring pnest, hy mert dinU of typphfing ii a* doctors do a biUUrmg 
pUutitt bettotm hit thouldtrt, Stitch, m a dozen pilgrimages, aoanired aa 
much rational theology aa the said priest had done 1^ for^ yeara* pernial 
Of Ita pages." 
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€tm 0i « wmagnet : — but the latter, not ^nTinM^ probabfy, to 
Idke ^kagp^ dl a bobbledeliojr, yet at the same time imwOliiig to 
imm ^ nprc«eh <A baring a rdatiire in the aame town and 
mi Wider the tame roof, poemptorflj declined the oflSoe. Nay, 
imftttf the prooontnced against me a capital sentence, so ftr as 
f»immu% to the place from whence I came, and even proceeded 
i^ bwpeak mj passage and reship my luggage. Judging firom 
mA r%OfOiis measures the temper of my customer, instead of 
iK^^moostiBiiiig, I affected resignation, and went with a grave 
bee thfoogh the (arce of a formal leave-taking ; I even went on 
hoard, bat It was in company with a stout fellow who rdanded 
my baggage ; and thus, whilst my transporter imagined, good easy 
soul I that the rejected article was sailing round St. Abb's 
Itead, or rolling off the Bass, he was actually safe and snug in 
Dundee, quietly laughing in his sleeve with the Law at his 
back« I have a confused recollection of meeting, some three or 
four days afterwards, a female cousin on her road to school, who 
at sight of me turned suddenly round, and galloped off towards 
home with the speed of a scared heifer. 

My first concern was now to look out for some comfortable 
roof, under which ** for a consideration *' one would be treated 
as one of the family. I entered accordingly into a treaty with a 
respectable widower, who had no sons of his o^vn, but in spite 
of the most undeniable references, and a general accordance as 
to terms, there occurred a mysterious hitch in the arrangement, 
arising from a whimsical prepossession which only came after- 
wards to my knowledgr — namely, that an English laddie, in- 
stead of suppin/ parritch, would inevitably require a rump- 
steak to his brcakf('ast ! My next essay was more successful ; 
and ended in my bt-inj^ reguhirly installed in a boarding-house, 
kept by a Scotchwoman, who was not so sure of my being a 
beefeater. She wa* a noil of widow, with a seafaring husband 
••••good at ^itatA** atul in her appearance not unlike a personi* 
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fication of rouge ei nair, with her red eyes, her red &oe, her 
yellow teeth, and her black velvet cap. The first day of my 
term happened to be also the first day of the new year, and on 
stepping from my bed-room, I encountered oar Hostess — ^like a 
witch and her familiar spirit — ^with a huge bottle of whiskey in 
one hand, and a glass in the other. It was impossible to de- 
cline the dram she pressed upon me, and very good it proved, 
and imdoubtedly strong, seeing that for some time I could only 
muse its praise in expressive silence, and indeed, I was only 
able to speak with " a small still voice " for several minutes 
afterwards. Such was my characteristic introduction to the 
Land of Cakes, where I was destined to spend the greater part 
of two years, under circumstances likely to materially influence 
the colouring and filling up of my future life. 

To properly estimate the dangers of my position, imagine a 
boy of fifteen, at the Nore, as it were, of life, thus left depen- 
dent on his own pilotage for a safe voyage to the Isb of Man; 
or conceive a juvenile Telemachus, without a Mentor, brought 
suddenly into the perilous neighbourhood of Calypso and her 
enchantments. It will hardly be expected, that from some half- 
dozen of young bachelors, there came forth any solemn voice 
didactically warning me in the strain of the sage Imlao to the 
Prince of Abyssinia. In fad, 1 recollect receiving but one 
solitary serious admonition, and that was from a she cousin of 
ten years old, that the Spectator I was reading on a Sunday 
morning, " was no the Bible." For there was still much of 
this pious rigour extant in Scotland, though a gentleman was 
no longer committed to Tolboothia Infelix, for an unseasonable 
promenade during church time. It was once, however, my for- 
tune to witness a sample of the ancien rigime at an evening 
party composed chiefly of young and rather fashionable persons, 
when lol like an Anachronism confounding times past with 

times present, there came oat of aome corner an antique figure, 
VOL. u 9 
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with quaintly cut blue suit and three-cornered hat, not unlike a 
very oUi Oreenwich Pensioner, who taking his stand in front of 
the circle, deliberately asked a blessing of formidable length on 
the thin bread and butter, the short cake, the marmalade, and 
the Pekoe tea. And here, en passant, it may be worth while to 
remark, for the benefit of our Agnews and Plumtrea, as illus- 
trating the intrinsic value of such sanctimonious pretension, 
that the elder Scotland, so renowned for armlong graces, and re- 
dundant preachments, and abundant psalm-singing, has yet be- 
queathed to posterity a singularly liberal collection of songs, 
the reverie of Divine and Moral, such as " can only be sung 
when the punch-bowl has done its work and the wild wit is set 
Ibe*** 

To return to my boarding-house, which with all its diaira, 
iMid AOM appropriated to a Professor of Moral Philosophy. In 
IIm iha»oe of such a monitor, nature, fortxmately for myaeU^ 
had fitted me with a taste for reading, which the languor of ill- 
Wethli, indining me to sedentary habita, helped materially to en- 
eoonige* Whatever books, good, bad, or indifferent, happened 
to tone within my reach, wer^ perused with the greatest avidity, 
and Wowever indi:Kruninate the course^ the balance of the impies- 
iMNis tWenee derivixl was deckledlv in forour of the aUeti:orical ladv. 
ao wtse^ peff^^>^i by Hercules^ when he had to make his deo- 
tion Vetw«im Virtue and Vice. Of the material thai minbtoed 
to this appetite^ I shall always Kgrct that I did not secuie, ts a 
titoftrr ewosity — a coUedioa of kalfpe&By Ballads, the propertr 
9i a Gfoc«rV appeeiitiof» and which contained^ amoiurst other 
MHtldn^ a aew T^nrstott of CWvr Cha^e^ wheiem the TktocT was 
MttifiKTtd to tWe Scots. In the BMan tiaae^ thb bcokibhBna 
av>^tiN>d lor aie a sort of repvtataxi ^ schobrship amooacsl ^ 
CQaraJeew aitd ibl condv^iMwe my pen wis somietiinies called into 
vi<|ttsttN^ m dmn aad somectflKa dielfcace cases^ Thas fcr 
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one party, whom the Gods had not made poetical, I composed a 
love-letter in verse; for another, whose education had been 
neglected, I carried on a correspondence with reference to a 
tobacco manufactoiy in which he was a sleeping partner ; whilst, 
on a graver occasion, the hand now peacefully setting down 
these reminiscences, was employed in penning a most horrible 
peremptoiy invitation to pistols and twelve paces, till one was 
nicked. The facts were briefly these. A spicy-tempered captain 
of Artillery, in a dispute with a superior ofiicer, had rashly 
cashiered himself by either throwing up or tearing up his com- 
mission. In this dilemma he arrived at Dundee, to assume a 
post in the Customs, which had been procured for him by the 
interest of his firiends. To his infinite indignation, however, he 
found that instead of a lucrative surveyorship, he had been 
appointed a simple tide-waiter ! and magnificent was the rage 
with which he tore, trampled, and danced on the little official 
paper book wherein he had been set to tick off, bale by bale, a 
cargo of " infernal hemp." Unluckily, on the very day of this 
revelation, a forgery was perpetrated on the local Bank, and 
those sapient Dogberries, the town officers, saw fit to take up 
our persecuted ex-captain, on the simple ground that he was the 
last stranger who had entered the town. Eendered almost 
frantic by this second insult, nothing would serve him in his 
paroxysm but calling somebody out, and he pitched at once on 
the cashier of the defrauded Bank. As the state of his nerves 

* 

would not permit him to write, he entreated me earnestly to 
draw up a defiance, which I performed, at the expense of an 
agony of suppressed laughter, merely to imagine the effect of 
such a missive on the man of business — a respectable powdered, 
bald, pudgy, pacific little body, with no more idea of " going 
out" than a cow in afield of dover. I forget the precise 
result — but certainly there was no dud* 
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Um |p«atast« «MfaIla>t of God^ 
Y^ra Mi4 «Bb«ndins wiien the «xi^«dct rcquirot it— 4oll ami 
li^ vImi nirid uOlexibilitT b not a dettderatum, hmmt amd 

f«ir t>»jqwt r«|MditT--«low and recentire in omm of dalibcnt 
ffteiit«ir««i^ «r br «MpUtic»tkA gf»Dg wide of tke 
It il cue be Wel|)«ii« vitb abt one, bat reedr to 
tkeir >et 1 lit ell thui|:9 ae it vcte vith all mcii, nadj to 
«jil Je«« Ctratiui or Mab^^ienn. — bcarj witk tke 
viftik tke lta!MMi> o^Aaqae vitb the EluirUfth. apngbt vitk tke Uamam, 
md lA cii^ioii;^ ioraaxxi with the Hebrew. — ia «h»^-^ lor icnbtligr; 
WttKJ« ciififitaiwiaal darabditT, ^lawrel abilitr, aod laiiwi 
«e«hl be hM4 la iad a paraiwl t» the sreat PeaB.* 

PaxaT's OuLaacnsBncs or a 



Hg^ 



^tBOmj, 1ft 



Fnend o£ tite Goose and Gaasder^ 
CkeiJiiii;:^ sad srabbliiz^ dabblizt^ making 
VstomblBd ftx' one pesAj-voftk cf peo^ 

Komi to aS Aiidkir^kfai — 
Wtobor Qt Pb«t « vj£ Ftoaer^ — 
Tbott. art Qompoeer Tmto tbt eompoeer 
Of pm^ — «Q«i psfiant lohidM tx)r Ximi 
To QMS? tfe (m jwmtSk. or mom eidm»^Q 

pi)Miii^ dtim xbsi Comic to thu Fqq^««» 
Ait Omnibua Qt ittfiUfiiifuaL tun I 
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in. 

Modem Improyements in their course we feel ; 
And while to iron-railroads heavy wares. 
Dry goods, and human bodies, pay their fiEures, 

Mind flies on steel. 
To Penrith, Penrhyn, even to Penzance. 

Nay, penetrates, perchance, 
To Pennsylvania, or without rash vaunts, 
To where the Peng^uin haunts 1 

IV. 

In times bygone, when each man cut his quill 

With Uttle Perryan sldll. 
What horrid, awkward, bunglmg took of trade 
Appeared the writing implements home-made ! 
What Pens were sliced, hew'd, hack'd, and haggled out, 
SUt or unslit, with many a various snout. 
Aquiline, Eoman, crooked, square, and snubby. 

Stumpy and stubby ; 
Some capable of ladye-billets neat. 
Some only fit for Ledger-keeping Clerk, 
And some to grub down Peter Stubbs his mark. 
Or smudge through some illegible receipt ; 
Others in florid caligraphio plans. 
Equal to Ships« and wiggy Heads, and Swans I 

To try in any common inkstands, then. 
With all their miscellaneous stocks, 

To find a decent pen, 
Was like a dip into a lucky box : 

You drew, — and got one very curly, 
And split like endive in some hurly-burly ; 
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The next, unalit, and aquare at end, a spade; 
The third, incipient pop-gun, not yet made; 
The fourth a broom ; the fifth of no avail, 
Tum'd upwards, like a rabbit's tail; 
And last, not least, by way of a relief, 
A stomp that Master Bichard* Jame% or John, 
Had tried his candle-cookery upon. 
Making ^'loast-be^I** 

Not so thy Pttiyan Bona 1 
Trae to thor M's and N*8, 
TiMy do not with a whining sig-iag apKil, 
Stnddle, turn vgp thttr noses, sulk, and api^ 
Or drc^ large dols. 
Huge fuUstop Uou, 
l?lMre even semicolons wne unfit 
TVjT ^"^ '^ f rtnle up, or, bioom-Hke, drudge 

In sable sluilp^ — 
Nny, bought at pK^yi" •* Fioent IVman *• shcf^ 
Tliey wni« gvxxi aennuumar, Sl»lj^^> and mind their slops ; 
OMapose biAh pivkse and TiNrse^ the SMdVtr merrr — 
f^ when the £diKv« wh<»^ pains cc\nipiie 
TW gi^wtt-up Annvad« or the Juwuik!, 
Tawaieih h» aitide^ aoi wo«en^^ «Mn\ 
Bn l^r« *" by the «osi c«kbnted I>Na^^ 
IOm VMM ht Wtil^ Bmmi ]>Hi\ a^r I>Hiyr 



A^aitlaiMll 

S» ftM^ unfw^i^-ii far smiMtes Miss 

T^ gm iHrpsAskft bNeak 
Or Ij^ips %}> s%m At w ansMt sssra rf 
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But their supremest merit still is this. 

Write with them all your days, 
"Iragedy, Comedy, all kinds of play^* 
(No Dramatist should erer be without 'em"^*^ 

And, just oonceiYe the bliss,-^ 
There is so little of the goose about 'em. 

One's safe from any hiss I 

vm. 

Ah ! who can paint that first great awful night, 

Big with a blessing or a blight. 
When the poor Dramatist, all fume and fret. 
Fuss, fidget, fancy, fever, funking, fright. 
Ferment, fault-fearing, faintness — more f s yet : 
Flush'd, frigid, flurried, flinching, fitful, flat, — 
Add famish'd, fuddled, and fatigued, to that ; 
Funeral, fate-foreboding — sits in doubt. 
Or rather doubt with hope, a wretched marriage. 
To see his Play upon the stage come out ; 
No stage to him 1 it is Thalia's carriage. 
And he is sitting on the spikes behind it. 
Striving to look as if he didn't mind it I 



Witness how Beazley vents upon his hat 
HiB nervousness, meanwhile his &te is dealt t 
He kneads, moulds, pummels it, and lits it flati 
Squeeses and twists it up, untQ the fttt 
That went a Beaver in, comes out a Bail 
Miss Mitford had mis-givings, and in frig^ 

Upon Bienzi's night. 
Gnawed up one long Idd glove, and all hat tmg^ 
Quite to a xag. 



US » ODE TO PKBBY. 

Knowles has confess'd he trembled as for life 

Afraid of bis own "Wife;" 
Fbole told me that he fdt a monstrous pail 
Of water baddng him, all down his spine, — 
'* Hie ioe-brook*s temper " — pleasant to the chine I 
For fear that Simpson and his Co. should fail. 
Did Lord Glengall not frame a mental pray'r, 
'V^shing deTOutly he was Lord knows where ? 
Nay, did not Jenrold, in enormous drouth. 
While doubtful of Nell dwjnne's eventful luck, 

Squeexe out and suck 
Hon oranges with his one fevered mouth. 
Than Nelly had to hawk from North to South? 
Tea, Bttckstone, changing colour like a mullet, 
Befused, on an occasion, once, twice, thrice. 
From his best friend, an ice, 
Leat it should hiss in his own red-hot gullet. 



Both punning Ftoake not sit upon the points 
Of his own jokes, and shake in all his joints, 

During their trial? 

lis past deniaL 
And does not Pbcod[, feeling, like a peacock. 
An eyes upon him, turn to Tezy meaco<^ ? 
And doea not Planoh^ trunulous and blank, 
Mfluwhile his personages tread the boards. 

Seem goaded by sharp swords» 

And eall'd 19011 himadf to ** walk the plank ? 

Aa for the Duioes» Ghadea and George to boo 
What haTs th^ more 

Of ease and rest, fer sole of dther toot. 

Than bear that eapen on a hotted floor ? 
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XI. 

Thus pending — does not Mathews, at sad shift 
For voice, croak like a frog in waters fenny P^ 
Serle seem upon the surly seas adrift P — 
And Kenny think he's going to Kilkenny P — 
Haynes Bayly feel Old ditto, with the note 
Of Cotton in his ear, a mortal grapple 

About his arms, and Adam's apples 
Big as a fine Dutch codling in his throat ? 
Bid Eodwell, on his chimney-piece, desire 
Or not to take a jump into the fire P 
Did Wade feel as composed as music can? 
And was not Bernard his own Nerrous Man f 
Lastly, don't Farley, a bewildered elf. 
Quake at the Pantomime he loves to cater. 
And ere its changes ring, transform himself P — 

A frightful mug of human delf P 
A spirit-bottle— empty of " the cratur " P 

A leaden-platter ready for the shelf? 

A thunderstruck dumb-waiter P 

xu. 

To dench the fact. 
Myself once guilty, of one small lash act» 
Committed at the Surrey 

Qidte in a hurry. 

Felt all this fluny. 

Corporal wony. 
And spiritual scuiry. 
Dram-devil — attio cnny I 

All going well 

From prompter's bellt 

Until befel 
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A hissing at some dull imperfect dunce — 

There's no denying, 
I felt in all four elementa at once I 
Mj head was awimnunfi:, while my arms were flying, 
Uy legs for running — all the rest was fiying ! 




XIII. 

Thiice welcome, then, for this peculiar use. 

Thy pens so innocent of goose I 
For this shall Dramatista, when thqr make merry. 
Discarding Fort and Sheny, 
Drink—" Perry I " 
Feny, whose &nie, pennated, ia let loose 

To distant lauds, 
Fcny, admitted on all handt, 



SETTOHKB ON TEX BOAD. 
Text, mniiiiig', Oennan, Boman, 
For Patent Penyana qiproaoti'd by no num I 
And when, ah me I far dutont be the hum I 
Pluto shall call thee to hi* gloomy bow'r, 
Many shall be thy penaiTs monmoa, many I 
And Penniy itself shall elah its penny. 
To raise thy monument in lofty place; 
Higher than Tork's, or any son of War ; 
Whilst Time all meaner effigies abaU bmy. 

On due pentagonal base, 
Shall stand the Parian, Penyan, perriwig'd Peny 
Pooh'd on the proudest peak of Penman Mawr 1 




SKETCHES ON THE BOAS. 

THB OHBCX-BTBINfl. 

Thoii who have tnTelled much, as inside passengen is a 
long itage-ooach, whilst they admind the fadli^ of starting c£ 



140 SSXTCHBS ON THS BOAD. 

with one, must liave occasionally remarked tlie difficulty of stop- 
ping with it, ju5t at ihe point where it would be convenient to 
be set down. An ai^jig man may not have voice enough to lock 
all the four wheels a', once ; and should he be, as is probable, a 
nervous ouin besides, he will not without some hesitation make 
up his mind to request of some stentorian neighbour the loan of 
a set of lungs. In a six-inside coach, the timid occupier of a 
middle seat has no ^'hance whatever, unless to take advantage of 
the first casual h&\ or an upset. Even in the four-inside 
vehicle, a wea^^y, siiy traveller's case is equally hopeless, suppos- 
ing the passengers on the roof to have properly tucked up the 
skirts of their great and little coats. To a bold, brassy fellow 
even, with a tongue like a trumpet, it is anything but an easy 
affiur to say woh ! with any effect to a Dart that is flying at 
twelve miles within the hour. The coachman, who ought to 
hear, will not : the horses hear but do not understand : the coach 
cannot hear : the outsiders admire the pace too much to hear 
anything but the patter of the hoofs. At last, when he has suc- 
ceeded, the stout gentleman with the big voice, who wants to run 
home, finds g^raerally that he has a good hundred yards or two 
allowed him of law, measured, as the Irish always mete it out. 



^ 



It was after a more serious dilenuna, — for a little nervous 
bashful man with a little squeaking voice like Punch's, though he 
was not so fond of exhibiting it, after suffering himself to be 
oanied two miles beyond his house, had at last fractured the 
small bone of his leg, by opening the door in despair and jump- 
ing out, — that a discussion oasued in the Brighton "Age" as to 
the best means of being let out to order. Many different 
adhoda bad been proposed before the little florid plump gentle- 
muk in Ui^ ddivoed his opinion, with his back to the hcHves. 

^'Eor my own part, ratiocinating on hackney-coaches, I should 
Iqfpolketkal^ propose checkotrings." 
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" Lord forbid ! " exclaimed a voice from the other seat, on the 
same side. Nobody remembered to have heard that voice before, 
from London to Crawley Common. 

The friend to check-strings seemed thonderstmck by the ex- 
plosion. He screwed himself round to take a look at his neigh- 
bonr— didn't like him at all — ^turned back again — stole another 
look — ^liked him worse than before — ^then looked for the third 
time, and hated him. His seat became uneasy — ^he had found a 
choke-pear, very like a hedgehog, and very like a bull terrier, he 
could neither kill it nor let it alone. It clung to him like a burr 
which you pull off your hat that it may stick on your right-hand 
glove, thence to be transferred to the left-hand one, and so on 
alternately till you finally get rid of it on your pantaloons. The 

" Lord forbid," like Macbeth's '* Amen," stuck in his throat — 

« 

it buzzed in his head like a fly in a horse's ear. However, he 
held his uncomfortable peace till silence itself became insupport- 
able. At last he broke out : 

" Humph ! Doubtful as I am whether common coach con- 
versation ought to be tied by strict rules of logic, still I cannot 
suppress the remark, that when one gentleman syllogistically 
brings forward a proposition of check- strings, for another gentle- 
man to cry ' Lord forbid,' does not appear to my mind to be 
following a regular line of argument. But perhaps the forbid- 
ding gentleman will have the goodness to explain the colloquial 
anomaly." 

The forbidding gentleman thus appealed to, good-humonredly 
apologised. It was a mere slip of the tongue, he said : the 
words escaped from him involuntarily ; but his fellow-traveller 
would probably excuse him, in consideration of the fact, that on 
account of a check-string he had lost the only hope of affluence 
he ever had in his life. 

" Indeed, Sir I why then I excuse the colloquial iiregularitj 
with all my heart," said the warm man, putting both his hands 
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into his pockets; "but, upon my life, Sir, it must liave been a 
TGiy extraordinary consequence." 

" A Tery simple one. Sir," returned the other. "The facts 
are briefly these : my maternal uncle had lately retunud from 
India with an immense fortune, ahandsoraeporlion of nhieh was 
my own in axpectance, on no worse authority than his own pri>- 
mise. He was a widower with an only daughter, with whom, 
and himself, I one evening found myself in the carriage, on our 
way to a dinner-party given by a nobleman, then intimately con- 




nected with East Indian affairs. We were very late : and my 
nncle, the Nabob, who rode backward, was extremely fidgety, 
insisting that we were going beyond our destinatioD, Every 
other minute he was thrusting his head out of the front window 
ts di^nta with the coachman, who, in truth* was ■ little lew 
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■ober, and more obotiDatc, ttum became Mm. And m ire irent 
onwards, till raj uucle'i temper, always irritable, wm worked up 
almost to combiution. In such mooda he was rather apt to give 
Tent to serio-comic ebollitions ; and my ill-fortune has gifted me 
with risible muscles of exquisite sensibility. I was in the very 
midst of an iU-amothered langh, when my fair courin, giving me 
a sudden push, and then clasping her hands, exclaimed that we 
were going past the house. I instantly jumped np and made 
for the check-string, but with no more effect than if I had pulled 
at anything else. Gracious Heaven I I had better have polled 
the string of a shower-bath, full of scalding hot water, to pour 
itaelf on my devoted head 1 — By that one infernal pull. Sir, I 
pulled myself out of half a plum t " 

" A sad pull, indeed. Sir I " said the florid plump man in 
black. "But—humph — beg^og your pardon. Sir, I cannot 
real^ derive any such dednction from the premisea." 




^ a>_r.g gU 



" A moment's patience. Sir," continned the unfortunate ooadi- 
■topper. " Lord forbid check-stiinga, — Lord forbid aD atringa 
whatever I I was in despair, Sir. I could have sunk through 
the bottom vf the oarriagel— I bdieve I went down oa nf 



\u 



I sud efTmhn^ I eoold tlmik qf aad begged iflj 
ihoiKsand pazdoofs bat mj nude «u obdmte. '^tmw dtmX 
meiiuxi iC be said, in bis most ceasde looe — ^il bie Hied mm 
fifhr tbottsaad pounds. It's m tcit good pBKdttI johB^ ■ttkni^jb 
il will ifeM i«ad quite so veU in mj wUL* ** 

"Bat sox^T^ Sir,** objected tbe phonp wua^ 
nerer vted on a coqcIusob^ jinnped to» h I mt s»r, bj 
fenr iapeffect infcrecces? ** 

^ Tea did noc know m j !xw:fe, Sr,** iBswcred tbe 
kifHTian, wiA > d<gp sA **Bc;Toasha]Ij«iceofbii( 
from ibe daose i:9eif : — hem, I fhe and be q^ e ib to 
oepbeVy Azibor CaRu:iKn Ocpbant, Jbr /m uimg im maBW9 
tnii^ ibe aom of one shilliii^ sttmng.'* 



THE rXPTiyG ONE. 



-" H« shall aoc dia.**- 



Of all the Tenes^ g^TSPe or gar^ 
TlLLiS erer wailed an boor, 

I nerer laew a min^ded lay 
At oooe 90 sweet and soar» 

As chac by Ladye Norton span. 

And chnscened " Tbe Undying One.* 



rm YCTT certain that sbe drew 
A ponzait, wben sbe penn*d 

Tbas pictore of a periect Jew, 
Wao» Javs will never snd : 

Fm s>Lre it means mv Uncia Lann« 

For be ia an Undying One* 



THB tnn>TuiQ om. 



TboM tweutf jetn Iw'i beco tbo um 
And may be twen^ mon ; 

Bat HemoiT'B FleMnm only diim 
His feotnrea for a loorej 

Tet in that time the ohaoge ii Bon»— 

The inisgfi.of th' Undying One I 




They eay our o)iinat«'* damp and oold. 
And limgt are tender thinga ; 

Uy uncle's mach abroad end old, 
But when " King Cole " he ainga, 

A Stentor'a voice, enough to ataa, 

Declaiea him an Undying Ona> 
VOL. u 10 



Mb 



THB UNDTING OHB. 

T. 

Others have died from needle-prieki, 

And very slender blows ; 
From accidental slips or Idcks, 

Or bleedings at the nose ; 
Or choked bj grape-stone, or a bun— 
But he is the Undying One ! 

TI. 

A soldier onoe, he once endued 

A ballet in the breast— 
It might have kill'd — but only cmed 

An asthma in the chest ; 
He was not to be slain with gan« 
For he is the Undying One. 

▼n. 

In water once too long he dived. 
And all supposed him beat. 

He seem'd so cold — but he revived 
To have another heat. 

Just when we thought his race was run, 

And came in fresh — th' Undving One ! 



Tm. 

To look at Meux's once he went, 

And tumbled in the vat — 
And greater Jobs their lives have spent 

In lesser boils than that, — 
He left the beer quite underdone. 
No bier to the Undying One I 
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IX. 
He's been from strangulation black. 

From bile, of yellow hue. 
Scarlet from fever's hot attack. 

From cholera morbus bine ; 
Tet with these dyes— to use a pnii'^ 
He still is the Undying One. 



He roHs in wealth, yet has no wife 
His Three per Cents, to share t 

He never married in his life, 
Or flirted with the feir; 

The sex he made a pomt to shnn, 

For beanty an Undying One. 

XI. 

To judge him by the present signs. 

The future by the past. 
So quick he lives, so slow declines. 

The Last Man won't be last, 
But buried underneath a ton 
Of mould by the Undying One I 



Next Fridi7 week, his birih^y boast. 
His ninetieth year he spends. 

And I shall have his health to toast 
Amongst expectant friends. 

And wish — ^it really sounds like fuiH— 
Long life to the Undying One! 



10— a 



A GEIP8T FAXn; 



A GIPST PAHT. 



iMvtkBOvvte MP of 

tke dtmadm kwi of Mn. OmJyr, exccpl Ymk— 

/*> aod have m dftr's fl i fwu g 
•vQodtivc.'^ S^ opened kcr Bind tkodoRO Mr. C 

dkr whsii i±iir. Hcnaev Wood 



sBippeii» aid xc vL^ws iis inaiuef jod «}ttfisbtt» Sist w^ov 
If 3MS bcaocA 2d inio ^oocfeer vetuaac iileir. *' I; 
Canabv :«iiiaicstM» ** i .ttiiintfud 4:?««a spin; «m^ 

aHiami mc s :iitf ju«: jod ikai M5a» C w« if^nd avc bv 

Jfn B&j«%!»; lod iui ;b» oftiumia von jifced .)uc hw ^m 

mKHtv!ieiMi» antfMddOfi. In db» ^mhi ^um^ ifM-y 
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and had Ids best dotbes on. This was a bad setting out for 
the boy ; and the horse was not better, for directly he got out 
of harness, and felt himself free and at grass, after two or three 
preliminary kicks and plunges, it occurred to him to indulge 
in a roll, and so he rolled over a pigeon pie that was unfor- 
tunately unpacked, and finished by getting very much up with 
his fore-legs in a basket of ginger beer. But it was only a 
moment of enthusiasm; and, like other old nags, he betook 
himself to eating his green grass salad as gravely as a judge. 
None of the performers were fortunate in their d^ut. The first 
thing Mrs. Camaby did in her hurry to save the pop, was to pop 
down one of the children on the basket of knives and forks ; but 
it was a sharp cbild and soon got up again : and the first thing 
the other twin did was to trip over a stump, and fall, as Betty 
nursemaid said, " with its face in a fuz." The first thing Mr. 
Hodges did, was to take Miss Camaby round the waist and 
give her a smackmg kiss ; in return for which, as her first act, 
she gave him a playful push, that sent him, with his white 
ducks, into a muddy miniature pond, that had recently been 
stirred up by a cow in search of a cold bath. The first thing that 

Mr. C did was to leconmiend some braudy as a preveniiTe 

against catching cold; but the last thing the brandy bottle had 
done had been to stay at home in the cupboard. Mr. Hodges, 
therefore, walked off to the Qreen Man for his health's sake; 
and Master Camaby sneaked off, nobody knew where, for the 
sake of blackberries; — while the Nursemaid, for the sake of 
society, took a romantic walk with the two twins, and a strange 
footman. Gipsies are a wandering race, and all the performers 
topped their parts ; the veiy horse roamed away like a horse 
that had neither parish nor settlement : and Mr. Camaby would 
have gone roaming after him, if his Wife and Daughter had 
not hung round his neck and made him swear not to leave *em 
till the others returned, whidi waa afterwards softened down to 
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taking & little walk, prorided he didn't go cnit of nght and 
healing. In the mean time Mn. and Miaa C ■ laid tlie 
doth, and began to review the eatables, not withoat lameating 
over the amash of the pigeon pie ; and when they came to plan 
their second course the; found that the chief remove, a cold 
round of beef, had been pinned on the way down by a 
favourite bull-dog, that Maater Camaby had smuggled into the 
party. Luckily for the dc%, he had also gone roving, with the 
whole foreit before him, as naturally as if he had belonged to 
Bampfylde Moore Carew, the King of the Gipsies. 

Mn. Camaby waa one of those characters emphatically called 
fidgets ; she never rested till each individual came back, and she 
never rested when they did. Mr. C. waa the firatto retuni, and 
not in the first of tempera. He had been done out of his long- 
anticipated rur^ walk by setting hia foot, before he had gone a 
hnndred yards, on ayard of snake, and it had firightened him so 
that Mrs. Camaby ex- 
pected "it would turn 
his whole mash of 
blood, and give him 

the yellow jaundice." 

Mr. Hodges came in 

second, but to the im- 
patient eye of Mi$9 

C. certainly did not 

proceed from the 

GreA Man with the 

straightness of a 

let from a rifle. . 

Master Camaby v 

a good third, for he 

had been well horse- 

wliipped, just as he had got three little red blackberries and 
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fin thorns in hia fingers, by & gentleman who did not 
approve of hia trespassing upon his grounds. Boxer the 
bull-dog was fourth ; he came back on three-lega, with 
his brindle well peppered with nomber six by the game- 
keeper, to cure him of wonting peik rabbits. In fact, pocn 




Boxer, as Mrs. C. exclaimed, "was bleeding like a pig," and 
the grateful animal acknowledged her contpaasionate notice by 
going and nibbing Ms shot hide against her shot silk, in return 
for which he got a blow quite hard enough to shiver the stick of 
something between a psrasol and an umbrella. As for the 
nurse-maid and the twins they did not return for an hoor, to the 
infinite honor of the inoth«i but just as they weiQ all dtting 
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down to dinner Betsey appeared with her charge, walked off 
their feet, with their " pretty mouths all besmeared " with blue 
and red juice ; but no one of the party was botanist enough to 
tell whether the berries they were munching were hips and 
haws, or bilberries, or deadly nightshade, but maternal anxiety 
made sure it was the "rank pison." Accordingly dinner was 
postponed, and they set to get up an extempore fire to make the 
kettle hot, and as soon as the water was warm enough, these 
" two pretty babes " were well drenched, and were soon as per- 
fectly uncomfortable as they had been two months before in a 
rough steam trip to Margate. As soon as peace was restored it 
transpired, from an examination of the children, and a yeiy 
cross examination of the nurse-maid, that they had met with a 
real gipsy woman in the forest who had told Betty's fortune, but 
had omitted to prognosticate that her mistress would give her 
warning on the spot, and that her gipsying would end, as it 
actually did, in finding herself suddenly out of place in the 
middle of a forest. Like other servants, when they lose a com- 
fortable situation, " some natural tears she shed," but did not 
wipe them soon, as did "our general mother," for the very 
excellent reason that she had spread her pocket handkerchief on 
the ground to sit upon, somewhere between Wanstead and 
Walthamstow, and had left it as a waif to the lord of the 
xanor. 

Dinner time then came again, to the especial delight of the 
two empty children, though, thanks to the horse and dog, it 
was principally broken victuals. But on sitting down and 
counting heads Master C. had a second time absconded 
during the last bustle ; and, as bis mother could not touch a 
morsel for anxiety, Mr. Camaby was obliged to set out fasting 
to look for him, and had soon the satisfaction of finding him sit- 
ting hatless crying in a wet ditch, and scraping a suit of brown 
off a suit of blue with an old oyster shell. His father, in tli« 
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fint tmuport of BDger and hanger, gave Iiiin wliat boys caU 
" a rq;u1w larrnping," then a good rubbing down with « bnnoh 
of fern, and then brought him back to the cold collation, with 
the comfortable threat that he ahoold go without his dinner. 
As soon as the culprit could eiplain for sobbing, he told them 
that " he had gone for a little walk, like, and saw the most 
capital donkey with a saddle and bridle feeding wild about the 
ftnest as if he belonged to nobody, and he jnst got on him like, 
like they oaed to do at Margate ; and then the donkey let off 




fiill tear, and never stopped till he came to a tent of gipsies in 
the middle of the wood ; and they all set upon him, and swore 
at him like anything for running away with their donkey ; and 
then all of a sudden he lost hia hat and hia handkerchief, and hia 
money out of his pockets bke colouring j tiien they toU him to 
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run for bis life, and so he did, and as for the mud it was all 
along of jumping over a hedge that had no other side to it.' 
This intelligence threw Mrs. Carnaby into an agony of horror 
which could only be pacified by their immediately packing up 
and removing, eatables and all, to a less lonesome place by the 
side of the road, an operation that was performed by their all 
pulling and pushing at the cart, as the horse had taken French 
leave of absence. 

It was now Miss Carnaby's turn to be discomfited: her 
retiring disposition made her wince under the idea of 
dimng in public; for being market day at Eomford, 
they were over-looked by plenty of farmers and pig 
butchers: consequently, after a very mifFy dialogue with her 
mother, the young lady took herself off, as she was desired, 
with " her romantical notions," to a place of more solitude, and 
Mr. Hodges, as in gallantry bound, postponed his dinner till his 
tea to keep her company. In the mean time, Betsey, who had 
been sent up to the Green Man for the porter, returned with 
the empty tankard, and a terrified tale of being " cotch'd hold 
on by a ruffian in the wood, that had drunk up aH the beer to 
all their very good healths." The first impulse of Mr. Carnaby 

was to jump up to do justice on the vagabond, but Mrs. C 

had the presence of mind to catch hold of his coat-flaps so 
abruptly, that before he could well feel his legs, he found him- 
self sitting in a large plum pie, which the children had just set 
their hearts upon ; of course it did not mend his temper to hear 
the shout from a dozen ragged boys who were looking on ; and 
in the crisis of his vexation, he vented such a fervent devil's 
blessing on gipsy parties, and all that proposed them, that Mrs. 
Carnaby was obliged to take it up, and to tell him sharply, 
what in reality was true enough, that "if people did have gipsy 
parties, it didn't follow that their stupid husbands was to sit 
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down on plum pies." Heaven knows to what size and shape 
this little quarrel might have ripened, but for the appearance of 
Miss Oamaby, who, with a terrified exclamation sat herself down, 
and after a vain attempt to recover, went off into a strong fit of 
what her mother called " kicking hysterics." The cause was 
soon explained by the appearance of Mr. Hodges, with one eye 
poached black, and a dog-bite in the calf of his leg, because '* he 
had only stood looking on at two men setting wires for rabbits, 
thinking to himself if he watched them well he could learn how 
to do it." Fortunately, Miss Camaby came to just in time to 
concur with her father and Mr. Hodges in the opinion, that the 
best thing they could all do was to pack up and go home, but 
which was stoutly combated by Mrs. Camaby, who insisted that 
she was resolved to take tea in a wood for once in her Mfe, and 

she was seconded by the children and Master C , who said 

they hadn't had any pleasure yet. It was an unanswerable 
argument; sticks were collected, a fire was made, the kettle 
boiled, the tea-things were set in order, the bread and butter 
was cut, and pleasure began to smile on the gipsy par^ so 
placidly that Mr. Hodges was encouraged to begin playing ^ In 
my Cottage near a Wood," on the key bugle, but was obliged 
to break off in the middle, on finding that it acted as a bugle 
call to a corps of observatiou, who came and stood round to 
see "Rural Felicity." Mrs. Camaby, however, was happy; 
but '* there is many a slip between the tea-cup and the lip." 
She was in the triumphant fact of pouring the hot water on her 
best souchong, in her best china tea-pot, when a veiy well- 
charged gun went off just on the other side of the park palings, 
and Mrs. Camaby had not been born like her Grace, old Sarah 
of Marlborough, " before nerves came in fashion." The tea- 
kettle dropped from her hand upon the tea-pot, which it dashed 
to atoms, and then lay on its side, hot watering the daisies and 



US A QIPBT FASTY. 

the dandelions th&t h&d the lock to grow near it. " MiBfoTtnnM 
never come single," and the gun, therefore, acted like & double 
one in ita inOictioDs ; for no aoonei did Boxer recogiuse ita 
sound than be jumped up, and vith an alarming howl dashed 
through the rest of the tea service, as if he had absorbed another 
ounce of number six : a Iresh shout from the bystanders wel- 
comed this new disaster, and with the true spirit of " biting a 
bitten cur," thay began to heap embarrassments on the dis- 
concerted gipsyers. They kept pitching sticks into the fire till 
it grew a bonfire, and made cockshies of the remaining crockery ; 
some audacious boys even helped themselves to bread and batter, 
as if on the principle that the open air ought to keep open hooM. 
As there were too many assailants to chastise, the only remedy 
was to pack up and take to the road as fast as they could, witb 
a horse which they found with two broken knees, the conse- 
quence of his being too curious in tlic construction of a gravel- 
pit. " You may sny what you like," said Ur. Camaby, in his 
summing up, " but for my part I must say of gipsying, that 
it's impossible to toke to it without being regularly 'dono 
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COCKLE. V. CACKLE. 



Those who much read advertisements and bills. 
Most have seen pnffs of Cockle's Pills, 

Call'd Anti-bilious — 
Which some Physicians sneer at, supercilious^ 
But which we are assured, if timely taken. 

May save your liver and bacon ; 
Whether or not they really give one ease, 

I, who have never tried, 

Will not decide ; 
But no two things in union go like these— 
Viz. — Quacks and Pills — save Ducks and Pease. 

Now Mrs* W. was getting sallow. 

Her lilies not of the white kind, but yellow. 

And friends portended was preparing for 

A human Pat6 Perigord ; 
She was, indeed, so very far from well. 
Her Sod, in filial fear, procured a box 
Of those said pellets to resist Bile's shocks, 
And — tho' upon the ear it strangely knocks — 
To save her by a Cockle from a shell ! 

But Mrs. W., just like Macbeth, 
Who veiy vehemently bids us " throw 
Bark to the Bow-wows," hated physic so. 
It seem'd to share " the bitterness of Death i ** 
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Bhubarb— Magnesia — Jalap, and the kind- 
Senna — Steel — Assa-foBtida, and Squilla— 
Powder or Draught — ^but least her throat inclined 
To give a coarse to Boluses or Fills : 
No— not to save her life, in lung or lobe. 
For all her lights or all her liver's sake, 
Would her conyulsive thorax undertake, 
Only one little unceleatial globe ! 

Tia not to wonder at, in such a case, 
If she put by the pill-box in a place 
For linen rather than for drugs int^ded — 
Yet for the credit of the pills let's say 

After they thus were stow'd away. 

Some of the linen mended ; 
But Mrs. W. by disease's dint. 
Kept getting still more yellow in her tint. 
When lo I her second son, like elder brother. 
Marking the hue on the parental gills. 
Brought a new charge of Anti-tumeric Fills, 
To bleach the jaundiced visage of his Mother — 
Who took them — ^in her cupboard — like the other. 

"Deeper and deeper, still," of course, 
The fatal colour daily grew in force ; 
Till daughter W. newly come from Bome, 
Acting the self-same filial, pillial, part. 
To cure Mamma, another dose brought home 
Of Cockles ; — ^not the Cockles of her heart ! 
These going where the others went before. 
Of course she had a veiy pretty store ; 
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And then — some hue of health her cheek adonung, 

The Medicine so good must be, 

They brought her dose on dose, which she 
Oaye to the upstairs cupboard, " night and morning." 
Till wanting room at last, for other stocks. 
Out of the window one fine day she pitch'd 
The pillage of each box, and quite enrich'd 
The feed of Mister Burrell's hens and cocks,— 

A. little Barber of a by-gone day. 
Over the way 
Whose stock in trade, to keep the least of shopa, 
Was one great head of Kemble, — ^that is, John, 
Staring in plaster, with a Brutua on. 
And twenty little Bantam fowls — ^with cropt. 
Little Dame W. thought when through the laab 

She gave the physic wings. 

To find the very things 
So good for bile, lo bad for chicken rash, 
Por thoughtless cock, and unrefiecting pullet 1 
But while they gathered up the nauseous nubbles. 
Each peck'd itself into a peck of troubles, 
And brought the hand of Death upon its gullet. 

They might as well have addled been, or ratted. 
For long before the night — ah woe betide 
The HUs I each suicidal Bantam died 

Un&ttedl 

Think of poor Burrell's shock, 
Of Nature's debt to see his hens all payers, 
And laid in death as Everlasting Layers, 
With Bantam's small Ex-Emperor, the Cock, 
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In raffled pltunage and funereal liackle, 
ffiving, nndone by CocUe, a last Cackle I 
To see aa ttiS as stone, Ms nnlive atoolc, 
It leallj was enough to move his block. 
Omrn on the floor he daeh'd, with horror big, 
Ut. Bell's third wife's mother's coachman's wig; 
And with a tragic store like his own Kemble, 
Bant out with natoral emphasis enough, 

And Toioe that grief made tremble. 
Into that very speech of sad MacduS — 
"What I — all my pretty chickens and their dam. 

At one fell swoop ! — 

Just when I'd bought a coop 
To aee the poor lamented creatures cram I " 

After a little of this mood. 

And brooding over the departed brood, 
Yfiih nzoT he began to ope each craw. 
Already turning black, as black as coals ; 
When b I the undigested cause he saw— 

" Pisoa'd by goles 1 " 

To Mrs. W.'a luck a contradiction. 
Her window still stood open to conviction ; 
And by short course of circumstantial labour, 
He fiz'd the guilt iq>on his adverse neighbonr ; — 
Lord I how he raii'd at her : declaring now. 
He'd bring an action ere next Term of Hilary, 
Then, in another moment, swore a vow. 
He'd make her do pill-penanoe in the pilloty 1 
She, meanwhile distant from the dimmest dream 
Of combating with guilt, yard-arm or arm-ysid, 
Iftpp'd in a paradise of tea and cream i 
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When up nu Betly vitb a diamal scream — 
** Here's Mr. Burrell, Ma'am, with all his fann- yard I " 
Stiaig'fat in he came, unbowing and imbending. 
With all the warmth that iron and a baibe 
Can harbonr; 
To dress the head and front of hei offending. 
The fuming phial of his wrath uncorldng ; 
In short, he made her pay him altogether. 
In hard cash, very hard, for er'ry feather, 
Cluugiug of course, each Bantam as a Boiliing ; 
Nothing could more him, nothing make him aup^le. 
So the sad dame unpocketing her loss. 
Had nothing left, but to sit hands across. 
And see her poultry, " going down ten couple." 




Now birds by poison slain, 

Ai venom'd dart &om Indian's hollow cana. 

An edible ; and hbs. W.'s thrift, — 

She had a thrifty nin, — 
Destined one pair for sapper to make shift, — 
Supper as usual at the hour of ten : 
But ten o'clock arrived and quickly pass'd. 
Eleven — twelve — and one o'clock at last, 
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Witkont a sign of sapper even then 1 

At length, the speed of cookery to quicken, 

Betty was called, and with reluctant feet, 

Came up at a white heat — 
" Well, never I see chicken like them chicken ! 
My saucepans, they have been a pretty while in 'em 1 
Enough to stew them, if it comes to that. 
To flesh and bones, and perfect rags ; but drat 
Those Anti-biling Pills ! there is no bile in 'em I " 



A LAWYER'S LETTER. 



2b Jfr. Bickard JFallon, 32, Lincoln's Inn. 
Dmam Dick, 

In re Pedro — Pike, Row, Badgery, and Crump, Mr. 
Theodore Hook's attorneys, offered three years ago, and con- 
tinued the allowance up to last Easter Term, to give me, with 
unexampled liberality, eighteen shillings per week as copying 
derk, and to undertake the management of the Common Law— < 
attend to the Chancery Department — do the out -door business 
— ^make out Bills of Costs — and make myself generally useful 
-> which I have been doing as long as my health permitted. 
Not being strong, though with an attachment to the profes- 
sion, I have been compelled to withdraw my record, and to 
sue out a Writ of Certiorari to cany my line of life into an- 
other court. Hearing that Don Pedro was about to bring an 
action against Don Miguel and Company, and that lots of John 
Does and Richard Roes were wanted, I took a retainer from an 
agent of the great Portuguese professional gentleman, and have 
really embarked in the cause. Being out here on the circuit, as 
one might call it (Mr. Chief Justice Sartorius goes it), and 
knowing the interest you take in my verdicts, I shall write at 
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intervals the particulars of plaintifirs demand, and account of 
set-off on the part of the enemy's fleet, or Defendant. Pray 
call on Mr. Wilson, the Common Law Clerk at Pike, Bow, and 
Co., and tell him I have four hours to myself and a chance of 
being paid, but do this if possible without the knowledge of 
the Principals. White of the same office, when I enlisted, was 
to have taken the benefit of the act, but on mustering at 
Gravesend, he did not attend the roll call, and was struck off 
the Bolls. I can't but say, putting Truth on her oath in the 
Admiralty Court, that when the Blue Peter gave legal notice to 
quit, I felt some regret at leaving a land where I might have 
been, so to speak, a tenant at will. Nor was it much better 
when I came to the Nore. I heartily wished, with Mr. Mat- 
thews, that if Britannia does rule the waves, she would rule 
them evener ! but it was " rule refused." The sea ran very 
rough, and you will understand me when I say I took nothing 
by my motion. There was the thought of my mother, besides, 
and the numberless feelings for which, though matters of every- 
day practice, it is difficult to show cause. 

You remember Sugden with £[art & Co., and will not be 
surprised to hear that he volunteered to convince Don Miguel 
of his defective title. A few hours, however, sufficed to disgust 
him with conveyancing, as it is practised in the Marine Courts ; 
and I heard him, by a verbal instrument, assigpi over with 
technical formality, the whole ship to the Devil, his Heirs, 
Executors, Administrators, and Assigns. 

As for Butterworth, the Captain gave instructions with re- 
gard to the stays, and Butterworth in going aloft fell overboard. 
We thought for some time that he was dead, but after rubbing, 
and other means of revival, we had the satisfaction of seeing 
him moving for a new trial, and that he was beginning de novo. 

You may conceive, professionally, our joy at entering the 
Douro with a prospect of being invited within the Bar, — but 
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{be BDiiion vere iiutracted to stay proceedings, and we iti^ed 
the euDe. As I took notes of wliat happened aftenrards, I will 
give jou a rough draft. 

IKekaelmai TerM, Oct. 31. Admiral took Coimsd'a opinion 
with Kgard to the Fort of St. UichaeL Held that an 
action would lie. Judgment affirmed. 

Not), S. Action of assault and batteiy. Admiial'i ship opened 
the case, and the others followed on the same aide. Hilla 
crowded with witnesses. Enemy'sdamagesloid atahi 
and fiftj men. Tax off a hundred. 




8. Biscoreriag flaws and amending same. At intervala 
term reports. iMllock died of his wounds, and was struck 
off the paper. Gave him an undertaking. 

4. A dUt turn. Poor Home seiied with loclgaw, and piepar- 
ii^ for the long ntcadoa. 
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5. Notice of action. Enemy's Fleet pat in an appeannce, 
bat HOH pros. Home demised. 

6. Joined issue with enemy's flag ship. Wetherell killed by 
a ball lodging in the Inner Temple, and Denman subpoe- 
naed by a bullet out of the main-top. Enemy attempted 
to put an officer and fifty men in possession — ^but we 
served them with an qjectment. Night coming on, agreed 
to withdraw a juror. 

7. A violent storm, and a safl under a distress. Taken in 
execution by a wave, — ^levied on bngboat and three men, 
and all the hen-coops. 

8. Fell in with a Portuguese brig, and lodged a detainer. 
Have not received my share of prize, but have got a 
cognovit. 

9. Enemy moved for a new trial. Bore up and fired a broad- 
side; replied to same. Admiral endeavoured, by intercept- 
ing the rear-most ships, to cut off the entail. Boarding 
again, — obliged to fight with all my Power of Attorney. 
Gaye quarter to one man, he was such a special pleader. 
Verdict — drawn battle. 

10. Chitty fell overboard from the mizen chains. Action of 
trover faOed. Filed a bill of him in Ocean's Chancery, 
and sent an office copy to his Widow. 

11. Enemy brought a fresh action. Boarding again, and 
obliged to defend in person. Enemy nonsuited witii costs. 

To abbreviate pleadings, you wiU see that our time has been 
Term time. Plenty of work at oTcrhours, and I am sorry to 
say no extra charge. But I am not going to take a bill of 
exceptions. I comfort myself for the loss of my arm^-I have 
lost that limb of the law, Dick — by reflecting that I am now 
like Nelson, except the blind eye, and that I do not follow the 
Hamiltonian system. Sometimes, however, as I look homewardi 



us A LAWYER'S LBTTEB. 

and remember " dear Korton," I ngh to join you by a Surng- 
jomder, and to taatc your Surreg-btUter. I think that ia the 
l%al mode of expressing it. 

Nothing can behave better than our men — &om the principab 
down to the juniors. They fight as if they belonged to Lyon's 
Inn. Howerer, a good many have been ticked off, — including 
Tyndale. Thessiger, Phillips, Spankie, Scarlett, Gumey, Wilde, 
Bumey, and tome others of our aequaintance, vho hare received 
a general release. For my own part ■ — 

[lBTTBK XNCLOtlNO THI ABOVE.] 

Sir. 

Am Sony t« Say the man aa writ the Inclosed letter, with 
a bit of a log, fell Down the Main Hatchvay on the IBth 
instant at 2 F. M. Was carried down to Cockpit. But the 
Doctor prouotmoed it a Bad Job, and after saying O Law three 
limea waa a Corps. He left no Will nor no property, and waa 
Sowed np and heaved overboard, same day in lat. 41, 6 N., long. 
8, 60 W. 

I take the Liberty of writing This that you may inform 
Parents, provided there's father or mother, aa well as to his 
widow and children, if so be. Should yon be encouraged to 
oome out to ua in your friend's Place, you will be heartUy wel- 
come, and lots of aa jolly good fighting as hearts can wish. So 
no more at present from 

Tour Humble Servant 

Thokas Bbniom. 

N.B. Go to the Duncan's Head in Wapping, and Ct^ptain 
Bligh will t«U you all about the Boun^. That's if you mean to 
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THE SWEEP'S COMPLAINT. 



y melurlta with tie dawn, or lonKwhit 

■niMT, with tlwc lUtlc prafeuioul noto, Munding tike tin ^07, ff^, «1 ■ 
romigtpulow."— EuATi or Eua. 



Oms morning ere my tuiul timo 
1 TOM, about ttm KTenth chime, 
Wben UUle atuuted boys that climb 

Still linger in the itreet : 
And at I wallced, I aaw indwd 
A lample of the m>o^ bieed. 
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Though he was rather run to seed. 

In height above five feet. 
A mongrel tint he seem'd to take. 
Poetic simile to make, 
Day through his Mabtin 'gan to break. 

White overcoming jet. 
From side to side he cross'd oblique. 
Like Frenchman who has friends to Beek, 
And yet no EngHsh word can speak, 

He walk'd upou the fret : 
And while he sought the dingy job. 
His lab 'ring breast appeared to throb 
And half a hiccup half a sob 

Betray*d internal woe. 
To cry the cry he had by rote 
He yeam'd, but law forbade the note, 
like Chanticleer with roupy throat, 

He gaped — but not a crow ! 
I watch'd him, and the glimpse I snatch'd 
Disclosed his sorry eyelids patch'd 
With red, as if the soot had catch'd 

That hung about the lid ; 
And soon I saw the tear-drop stray, 
He did not care to brush away ; 
Thought I the cause he will betray — 
And thus at last he did. 
Well, here's a pretty go 1 here's a Gagging Act, if ever there 

was a gagging 1 
But I'm bound the members as silenced us, in doing it had 

plenty of magging. 
They had better send us all off, they had, t3 the School for the 

Deaf and Dumb, 
To unlam us our mother tongues, and to make signs and be 
i^^fularly mum. 
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But they can't undo natur — ^as sure as erer the morning begins 

to peep, 
Directly I open my eyes, I can't help calling oat Sweep 
As natural as the sparrows among the chimbley-pots that say 

Cheep 1 
For my own part I find my suppress'd voice very uneasy, 
And comparable to nothing but having your tissue stopt when 

you are sneezy. 
Well, it's all up with us ! tho' I suppose we mustn't cry all up. 
Heir's a precious merry Christmas, I'm blest if I can earn either 

bit or sup ! 
If ciyiog Sweep, of mornings, is going beyond quietness's 

border. 
Them as pretends to be fond of silence oughtn't to cry hear, 

hear, and order, order. 
I wonder Mr. Sutton, as we've sut-on too, don't sympathise 

with us 
As a Speaker what don't speak, and that's exactly our own cus. 
God help us if we don't not cry, how are we to pursue our 

callings P 
I'm sure we're not half so bad as other businesses with their 

bawlings. 
For instance, the general postmen, that at six o'clock go about 

ringing. 
And wake up all the babbies that their mothers have just got to 

sleep with singing. 
Greens oughtn't to be cried no more than bkcks — to do the un- 

partial job. 
If they bring in a Sooty Bill, they ought to have brought in a 

Dusty Bob. 
Is a dustman's voice more sweet than oum, when he comes a 

seeking arter the cinders. 
Instead of a little boy like a bUckbird in spring, singing merrily 

under your windows P 



170 



TEl 8W!ESPS COHPUINT. 



TiasTe't thf omnibua cads ai plies in ChespHde, and keeps oaUiiig 

oat Bank and City ; 
Let hit Worship, the Mayor, dedde if oui call of Swe^ is not 

just as pretty. 
I oau't see why the Jews should be let go about crying Old 

dosethro their hooky noses. 




And Christian laws should be ten times more hard thaa the old 

stone laws of Moses. 
Why isn't the mouths of the muffin-men oompell'd to be equally 

shut? 
Why, because Parliament members eat muffins, but they nerBT 

eat no sut. 
Next year there won't be any May-day at alt, we shan't hne no 

heart to dance. 
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And Jade in the Green will go in black like mounung for our 

nuBcliance; 
If we live as long as May, that's to say» through the hard winter 

and pinching weather, 
For I don't see how we're to earn enough to keep body and soul 

together. 
I only wish Mr. Wilberforce or some of them that pities the 

niggers. 
Would take a peep down in our cellars, and look at our misera- 
ble starving figures, 
A- sitting idle on our empty sacks, and all ready to eat each 

other. 
And a brood of little ones crying for bread to a heart-breaking 

Father and Mother. 
They haven't a rag of clothes to mend, if their mothers had 

thread and needles, 
But crawl naked about the cellars, poor things, like a swarm of 

common black beadles. 
If they'd only inquired before passing the Act and taken a few 

such peeps, 
I don't think that any real gentleman would have set his face 

against sweeps. 
Climbin's an ancient respectable art, and if History's of any 

vaUy, 
Was recommended by Queen Elizabeth to the great Sir Waller 

Baleigh, 
When he wrote on a pane of glass how I'd climb, if the way I 

only knew. 
And she writ beneath, if your heart's afeard, don't venture up 

the flae. 
As for me I was always loyal, and respected all powers that are 

higher, 
But how can I now say God save the King, if I an't to be a 
CiyerP 



1» 
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Thoe's London milk, tlut's one of tike criea, even on Sunday the 

l&wallowe, 
But ought black aweeps, that are human beasts, to be worser off 

than black cows f 
Dove go calling about, when it's chuicfa time, like the ncoaj 

Billingsgate vermin, 
And distuib the parson with " All alive 1 " in the middle of 

a funeral sennon P 
But the £ah won't keep, not the mackarel won't, is the 017 of the 

Parliament elves. 
Every thing, except the sweeps I think, is to be allowed to 

keep themselves 1 




Lord help us 1 what's to become of us if we mustn't oty no 

more? 
We shan't do for black mutes to go a standing at a death's 

door. 
And we shan't do to emigrate, no not even to the Hottentot 
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For as time wears on» our black will wear off, and then think of 

our situations I 
And we should not do, in lieu of black-a-moor footmen, to senre 

ladies of quality nimbly. 
For when we we're drest in our sky-blue and silver, and large 

frills, all dean and neat, and white silk stockings, if they 

pleased to desire us to sweep the hearth, we couldn't 

resiat the chimbley. 



LETTEE FEOM AN OLD SPORTSMAN. 



DiAB Sib, 

I BICSATED your's of the first last, wich I should have 
anser'd it sooner, only I have ad the Soomatiz in my fingers, so 
yon must Pleas to excus my crampd hand. 

As to my Sporting Beminis-cences, as you are pleasd to say, I 
have look'd them out in the dixenary, and kno verry well what 
it is. I beg leaf to Say, I have forgot all my recolections, and 
can not bring to mind any of my old Bememberances. 

As for Hunting, I shall never take a fence at it agen, altho I 
sumtims Bide to cover on the old Gray, wich is now be come 
quite Wite. The last tim I went out, we dm Hazelmere copses 
down to Broxley wood ; then we dm Broxley wood over to Fox 
thorp; then we dm Fox thorp over to Middle ford, and then we 
dm Middle ford, in short, it was all drawing and no painting for 
want of a brush. 

Sir William Chase cuming to be his father's hare, he set up a 
ooaning dub, but being short of bug dogs, and there hairs fidl« 
ing of, it was obleged to discourse, and is now turned into a 
oonversasiony. 

In regard to shnting, I have never dun anny thiiur Rioce per- 
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oauion CaptiouBness cum up, wich I am Told they are sharper 
then Fliat«. The last hare I kild was 3 long ears ago, and th« 




Last fezzsnt, But there's a long tail belonging to that, wich yon 
■hall hare when you cum over, aa I hop you wil, with your 
Horse's ; I have good entertainment for boath, as the french Say, 
at my table D' oata. The lads go out after Burds now and 
then, but I seldum cum at the rites of there sbuting — you kno 



Talking of shuting, hav you seen Ubbard's new guns like 
wauldng sticks — there a cappital defence agin cappital offences; 
aa you may ether stick a feller or Shute him ; or boath tt^ther 
I wish farmer Gale had canid one last friday, for he was Sob'd 
earning from markit by a foot paddy Irish man, that Imockd him 



LETTXB FBOU AN OLD SPOBTBUAN. 176 

down to make him Stand. Lucldy he had nothing on him when 
Stopd but Bum notes of the Bamsby banli that had bin stopd 
the weak afore. 

In the fishing line I • , 

am quite Bead bait, , * *t»* 

the I have had manny 
a Good lun in my tim, 
Partickler when the 
keeper apide me out 
were I hadent got 
Leaf. The last tim I 
want t oonld h&rdly 
nn do my rod for 
Toomstiz in my joints, 
and I got the lum- 
bago Terry bad wen I 
cum back, and its Btax 
I doant like. Beside ^ 
wich I found very I 
Little big fish on : 
count of the pochers, "■' "»aiFO, 

who Kil em al in colde blood. I used sumtims to float and 
Bumtims to fli, but our waters is so over fished theres no fish to 
be had, and aa I am very musicle, I dent like trolling without a 
catch, the Inst jack I cnut was with my boot, and wu only a 
foot long. 

As for raceing, I never cared much a bout it, and in regard of 
betting, I am Better with out it, tho I al ways take the fedd 
wen I am Able, and suport the Fnriner's Plate with al my 
Idite. 

Our Wist club is going of, Some of the members go on u ; 
two of em are perpetuly quareling like anny thing but double 
dnnunieat for one plays like Hojrle and the other lihe Vinegart 
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The young men hav interduced Shorts, but I doant think iheyk 
Last long. They are al so verry Sharp at the Pints, and as for 
drinking, I never se sich Liquorish Chaps in my life. They are 
al ways laying ods, even at Super, when theyle Bet about the 
age of a Boosted foul, wich they cal Chicken hazzard, or about 
the Wait of a Curran py, widi they cal the Currancy question. 
They al so smoke a grate ;nanny seagars, but they cant Put the 
old men's pips out, wich it Wood be a Burning shame if they 
did. I am sorry to say politicks has Crept in ; Sum is al for re- 
form, and some is al for none at al, and the only thing they agre 
in is, that the Land lord shant bring in no BiL There is be 
sides grate dis-cushins as to the new game laws, sum entertao- 
ing douts wen sum peple go out a shuting, wether even acts of 
Parliament will inable them to shute anny game. 

The crickit Club is going on uncomon wel. They are 86 
members with out rekoning the byes ; our best man at Wickit is 
Captin Batty — he often gets four notches running ; and our best 
boler is Use Ball, tho we sumtims get Dr. Pilby to bolus. As 
for the crickit Bal, it is quit wore out, wich the gals say they are 
Terry Sory for it, as they took a grate intrest in our matches. 

My lads are boath of em marred, wich mayhap you havo 
Herd, — and if the gals are not, I Believe its no fait of theres. 
They hope youle cum to the Wake, wich is next Sunday weak, 
for they Say there will be High fun, al tho I think it is Bathei 
Low. The only use of waking that I can See, is to pervent 
folkes Sleeping, and as for there jumping and throwing up theii 
Heals, I see no Pleasur in it. If they had the Boomatiz as Bai i 
as I have, they woudent be for Dancing there fandangoes at thai 
rat, and Kicking for partners. 

Our county Member, Sir William Wiseacre, is going to bring 
in a bil " for the supression of the Barbarus past-time of bul 
beating, and for the better incorigement of the nobul art of 
Cockin/' by wich al buls« wether inglish or irish, are to be Made 
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game of so longer, and al eacli u are foond at aimy iing or 
stake on libel to be find. They cal it lieie the Coolc and Bal 
Act, wibh I think ii a very good name. It has caiud grate direr- 
■ion in manny peple'a opinions, but most of us Think tlie oocka 
is quite ■■ Bod as the buls. The same Bairownet as triad 1o 




interduce Foikenry, but the Grst atempts as been verry Havk- 
ward. The forkena flu at a herin, who tried to be above then 
atax, for the more they pecked him the more th^ maid him sore, 
but a boy flying a Kite skared em al awaj togither. 

Last week was our grand archeiy Meetin, and the flnt priu 
was won by Little Master Tomkins, of grove &nise. I mpOM 
bis fondnes for lotli pops made him ame best at bulls Eyes. Hts 
Miss Courtenays were there as nsul, and in comparison of andi 
Angles look raly archer. — The wags propposed miss Emily ahonl 
VOL. II. IS 
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haye the second prize for shuting in too a cows Eye that came to 
nere the target ; she says she wos so nervus, it put her arrow into 
a quiver. In the middle of the meeting we herd a Bad playd 
Key buggle, and out of the shrubbery, were they had bin hiding, 
Jumpd Bevd. Mister Crumpe and assistants ; he is Bector of 
Bow and Curat of Harrow, and was disgised in every thing 
green, as Bobin Hood and his mery Men ; after geting Little 
John to string his bow for him, I am sony to say, Bobin Hood 
shot Worst of every Body, for he did not even hit the target, 
and we should have never Seen wear his arrow went, but by hereing 
it smash in to the conservatoriy. When we came to look for 
the prize, a silver Arrow, every Body had lost it, for it had dropt 
out of the case, and would never have been found, but for Bevd. 
mister Crumpe sittin downe on the lawne, and wich made Him 
jump up agen, as miss Courtenay said out of Byron, like " a 
warrior bounding from ite Barb." The Toxophilus Club is very 
flurrishing, but talk of expeling sum members for persisting in 
wereing peagreen insted of linoon, and puttin on there Spanish 
Hate and fethers the rong side before. 

Thank you for the Hoisters, wich was verry goo^. Mary has 
took the shels to make her a groto, of wich I think is veiy 
shameful, as I wanted them to Friten the Burds. Old Mark 
Lane, the man as Cheated you out of them oate, has bean sent 
to jail for Stealing barly. I am sadly Afearde old Marks com 
will give Him 14 ears of Bottany. 

Pleas to Bemember me to al inquiring friends, if they should 
think it woth wile to Ask after me. 

From your Humbd servant* 
Amdbew Axeltssb. 

P.S. I forgot to menshun the subskripshon Stag hounds kep 
by the same members as the wist dub, and its there wim to have 
fifty too dogs to the pack. If old Bil, the huntsman, was drest 
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like Pam, theyd be complet. They have had snm cappital rons 
dooring the season. As you write for the sporting Maggazins, 
you may like to notice an apereance rather noo in the felde, I 
mean the Grate Creol Cumel Brown, who is very pompus, and 
hunts with Pompey, his black servant, after him. I have got a 
Deal more to Say, but camt for want of Boom. Mary says I 
should Cros it, wich I wood, but I doant Wish to put you to the 
expense of a Dubble leter. 



THE SUB-MABINB. 



It was a brave and jolly wight. 
His cheek was baked and brown, 

Por he had been in many climes 
With captains of renown. 

And fought with those who fought so well 
At Nile and Camperdown. 

His coat it was a soldier coat. 

Of red with yellow faced. 
But (merman-like) he look'd marine 

All downward from the waist ; 
His trousers were so wide and blue. 

And quite in sailor taste ! 

He put the rummer to his lips. 

And drank a jolly draught ; 

He raised the rummer many times— 

And ever as he quafiTd, 

The more he drank the more the ship 

Seem'd pitching fore and aft I 
12—2 
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The ship seemed pitching fore and aft, 

As in a heavy squall ; 
It gave a larch and down he went» 

Head-foremost in his fall ! 
Three times he did not rise, alas I 

He never rose at all ! 

But down he went right down at once. 
Like any stone he dived, 

He could not see, or hear, or feel — 
Of senses all deprived 1 

At last he gave a look around 
To see where he arrived ! 

And all that he could see was green. 
Sea-green on every hand I 

And then he tried to sound beneath, 
And all he felt was sand I 

There he was fain to lie, for he 
Could neither sit nor stand 1 

And lo ! above his head there bent 
A strange and staring lass ; 

One hand was in her yellow hair. 
The other held a glass ; 

A mermaid she must surely be 
If ever mermaid was 1 

H^r fish-like mouth was opened wide. 
Her eyes were blue and pale. 

Her dress was of the ocean green. 
When ruffled by a gale ; 

Thought he ** beneath that petticoat 
She hides a salmon-tail 1 '* 
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8be look'd as siien ought to look, 

A sharp and bitter shrew. 
To sing deceiying lullabies 

For mariners to rue, — 
But when he saw her lips apart. 

It chill'd him through and through 1 

With either hand he stopp'd his ears 

Against her evil cry ; 
Alas, alas, for all his care, 

His doom it seem'd to die. 
Her voice went ringing through his head 

It was so sharp and high 1 

He thrust his fingers farther in 

At each unwilling ear. 
But still in yery spite of all. 

The words were plain and dear; 
" I can't stand here the whole day long. 

To hold your glass of beer ! " 

With open'd mouth and open'd eyes. 

Up rose the sub-marine. 
And gave a stare to find the sands 

And deeps where he had been : 
There was no siren with her glass I 

No waters ocean-green I 

The wet deception from his eyea 
Kept fading more and more, 

He oidy saw the bar-maid stand 
With pouting lip before — 

The small green parlour of the SUp^ 
And little sanded floor. 
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"Oh hid I 



It little lale of mj owd ! " — IIoork. 



If the autlior of the Irish Melodies had ever bad a little Isle to 
much hia own aa I have poaseased, he might not have found it 
so sweet as the song anticipates. It has been mj fortune, like 
Bobinson Crusoe, and Alexander Selkirk, to be thrown on such 
a desolate spot, and I felt so lonely, though I had a follower, 
that I wish Moore had been there. I had the honour of being 
in that tremendous action oH Finistcrre, which proved an end of 
the earth to many a brare fellow. I was ordered with a board- 
fa^ party to forcibly enter the Santissima Trinidada, but in the 
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let of climbiDg into the quarter-galleiy, which, howerer, gun no 
quarter, wu rebutted by the butt-end of a marine'i gan, who 
mnained the qnaiter-nuater of the place. I fell Knselesa into 
the sea, and sbould no doubt hsTs perished in the waters of 
oblivion, but for the Icindneaa of John Monday, who pvked me 
up to go adrift with him in one of the Bhip's boats. All liu- oars 
were carried away, that is to Bay we did not carry away iuiy 
oan, and while shot was raining, oar feeble hailing was un- 
heeded. In short, as Shakspesre says, we were drifting off by 
" the current of a heady fight." As may be suppoaed, our boat 




was anything but the jolly-boat, for we had no provisionB to 
spare in the nuddle of an immense waste. We were, in fact, 
adrift in the cutter with nothing to cut. We hod not eren junk 
for junketing, and nothing but salt-water, even if the wind 
•honld blow freah. Famine indeed aeemed to Mara each ot oa 
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{nthe aoe; that !■ we itared nt one another; but if men tnrn 
mnibala, a great allowance must be made for a short ditto. 
yf9 were trnly in n very disagreeable piclile, with oneons of brine 
Bud no beef, and, like Sh;lock, I fancy we would have ez- 
cliBnged & pound of gold for a pound of flesh. The more we 
drifted Nor, the more sharply we inclined to gnaw, — but when 
we drifted Sow, we found nothing lite pork. No bread rose in 
the east, and in the opposite point we were equally disappointed. 
Ve oonld not compass a meal anyhow, but got mealy-mouth 'd, 
notwithstanding. We could aee the Sea mews to the eastward, 
flying DTer what Byron colls the Gardens of Oull. We eaw 
plenty of Grampus, but they were useless to all intents and por- 
iruBes, and we bad no bait for catching a bottle-nose. 




Tiioe hi.ng hearily on our hands, for our fast days seemed to 
pass very slowly, and our strength was rapidly sinking from 
beinp so nueh afloat. StiU we nourished Hope, though we had 
nothing tc give her. But at last we lost all prospect of land, if 
one may so say when no land was in sight. The weather got 
t^uok V as we were getting thinner ; and though we kept a sharp 
wvtcli, it was a reiy bad look-out. We could see nothing before 
ta bat nothing to eat and drink. At last the fog cleared olt. 
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and we saw sometliing like land right a-head, but alas, the wind 
was in our teeth as well as in our stomachs. We could do 
nothing but keep her near, and as we could not keep ourselTes 
full, we luckily suited the course of the boat ; so that after a 
tedious beating about — ^for the wind not only gives blows, but 
takes a great deal of beating — we came incontinently to an 
island. Here we landed, and our first impulse on coming to 
dry land was |p drink. There was a little brook at hand td 
which we applied ourselves till it seemed actually to murmur at 
our inordinate thirst. Our next care was to look for ^me food, 
for though our hearts were full at our escape, the neighbouring 
region was dreadfully empty. We succeeded in getting some 
natives out of their bed, and ate them, poor things, as fast as 
tbqr got up, but with some difilculty in getting them open ; a 
eommon oyster-knife would have been worth the price of a 
sceptre. Our next concern was to look out for a lodging, and 
at last we discovered an empty cave, reminding me of an old in- 
scription at Portsmouth, " The whole of this place to let." We 
took the precaution of rolling some great stones to the entrance, 
for fear of last lodgers, — that some bear might come home from 
business, or a tiger to tea. Here, under the rock, we slept with- 
out rocking, and when, through the night's failing, the day broke, 
we saw with the first instalment of light that we were upon a 
small desert isle, now for the first time an Isle of Man. Ac- 
cordingly, the birds in this wild solitude were so little wild, that 
a number of boobies and noddies allowed themselves to be taken 
by hand, though the asses were not such asses as to be caught. 
There was an abundance of rabbits, which we diased unremit- 
tingly, as Hunt runs Warren ; and when coats and trousers fell 
short, we dothed our skins with theirs, till, as Monday said, we 
each represented a burrow. In this work Monday was the tailor, 
for like the maker of shadowy rabbits and cocks upon the wall, 
he ooold turn his hand to anything. He became a potter, a 



carpeTiter, a iiutcher, and a baker — tbat is to say, a, master 
butcher and ft master baker, for I became merely his journeyman, 
fieduced to a state of nature, Monday's favourite phrase for our 
condition, I found my being an officer fulfilled no office ; to 
confess the truth, I made a very poor sort of savage, whereas 
Honday, I am persuaded, would have been made a chief by any 
tribe whatever. Our situations in life were completely reversed ; 
%e became the leader and I the follower, or ratheri to do justice 
to his attachment and ability, be became like a strong big 
taotber to a helpless little one. 




We remained in a state of nature five years, when at last a 
whaler of Hull — though the hidl was not visible — showed her 
masts on the horizon, an event which was telegraphed by Mon- 
d«jf who ixgm saying his prayers and dancing the Gdkga 
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Hornpipe at ttie tame time with equal fervonr. We cantrived 
by lighting a fire, literallj A/eu-tU-Joie, to make a sign of distress, 
and a boat otme to our sigaal deliTeranoe We had a prosper- 
oiu passage home, wbeie the Tesder may anticipate the happiness 
that awaited us ; but not the trouble that was in store for me 
and Monday. Our parting was out of the question ; we would 
both rather have parted &om our sheet anchor. We attemptod 
to retom to our relative rank, but we bad Uved so long in a Idnd 
of liberty and equality, that we could never resume our grades. 
The state of nature remained uppermost with us both, and Mon- 
day still watdied over and tended me like Bomijue Sampson 
with the boy Harry Bertram ; go where I would, he followed 
with the dogged pertinacity of Tom Pipes ; and do what I might, 
he interfered with the resolute vigour of John Dory iu Wild 
Oats. This disposition involved ua daily, nay, hourly, in the 
most embarrassing circumstances ; and how the coaoeiion might 
have terminated I know not, if it had not been speedily diasolved 
in a very unexpected manner. One morning poor Monday was 
found on his bed in a sort of convulsion, which barely enabled 
him to grasp my hand, and lo falter out, " Good-bye, I am go . 
—back — U> a state of nature." 
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'*Hark! hark ! the dogs do bwk, 
The b^gan are coming . . . " — Old Ballad. 



Oh what shall I do for a dog ? 
Of sight I have not got a partide. 

Globe, Standard, or Sun, 

Times, Chronide — none 
Can give me a good leading article. 

A Mastiff once led me about. 

But people appeared so to fear him — 

I might have got pence 

Without his defence, 
But Charity would not come near him. 

A Blood-hound was not much amiss, 
But instinct at last got the upper ; 
And tracking Bill Soames, 
And thieves to their homes, 
I never could get home to supper. 

A Fox-hound once served me as guide, 
A good one at hill and at valley ; 
But day after day 
He led me astray. 
To follow a milk-woman's tally. 

A turnspit once did me good turns 
At going and crossing, and stopping ; 

Till one day his breed 

Went off at full speed. 
To spit at a great fire in Wapping. 
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A Pointer once pointed mj way, 

Bnt did not turn out quite bo pleaauit. 
Each hour I'd a stop 
At a Foulteier'a shop 
To point at a very high pheasant. 




A Fug did not suit me at all, 
The featun nnlucldly row np ; 
And folks took oSenoe 
When offering pence, 
Bwaaia of his tuming his note i^ 
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A Butcher onoe gave me a dog, 

That tum'd out the worst one of any ; 

A Bull dog's own pup, 

I got a toss up, 
Before he had brought me a penny. 

My next was a Westminster Dog, 
From Aistrop the regular cadger ; 

But sightless, I saw 

He never would draw 
A blind man so well as a badger. 

A greyhound I got by a swop. 
But, Lord ! we soon came to divorces : 

He treated my strip 

Of cord like a slip. 
And left me to go my own courses. 

A poodle once tow'd me along, 

But always we came to one harbour , I 

To keep his curls smart, 1 

And shave his hind part, 
He constantly called on a barber. 

My next was a Newfoundland. brute. 
As big as a calf fit for slaughter ; 

But my old cataract 

So truly he back'd 
I always fell into the water. 

I once had a sheep-dog for guide. 
His worth did not value a button ; 

I found it QO go, 

A Smithfield Ducrow, 
To stand on four saddles of mutton. 
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My next was an Esquimaux dog, 
A dog that my bones ache to talk on, 

For picking his ways 

On cold frosty days 
He pick'd out the slides for a walk on. 

Bigou was a lady-like dog, 

But yex'd me at night not a little. 
When tea-time was come 
She would not go home. 
Her tail had once trail'd a tin kettle. 

I onoe had a sort of a Shock, 

And kiss'd a street post like a brother, 

And lost every tooth 

In learning this truth — 
One blind cannot well lead another. 

A terrier was far from a trump. 
He had one defect, and a thorough, 

I never could stir, 

'Od rabbit the cur ! 
Without going into the Borough. 

My next was Dalmatian, the dog 1 
And led me in danger, oh crikey ! 

By chasing horse heels. 

Between carriage wheels. 
Till I came upon boards that were spiky. 

The next that I had was from Cross, 
And once was a favourite spaniel 

With Nero, now dead. 

And to I was led 
Bight up to his den like a DanieL 
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A mongrel I tried, and he did, 

Aa far Bs the profit end loMing, 
Except that the kind 
Endangers the blind. 
The breed ia bo fond of a 



A tetter was qnite to my taste, 

In alleys or streets broad or narrow. 

Till one day I met 

A very dead set. 
At a very dead horse in a baiiow. 




I once had a dog that went mad, 
And sorry I wai that I got him ; 

It came to a run. 

And a man with a gun 
Fepper'd nu when he ought to have ibot him. 



THB KANGABOO& lOS 

My profits have ^ne to the dogs, 
'My trade has been such a deceiyer, 

I fear that my aim 

Is a mere losing game, 
Unless I can find a Eetriever. 



THE KANGAB008. 

A FABLE. 



A PA I A of married kangaroos 

(llie case is oft a human one too) 
Were greatly puzzled once to choose 

A trade to put their eldest son to : 
A little brisk and busy chap, 

As all the little K.'s just then are — 
About some two months off the lap, — 

They're not so long in arms as men are. 

A twist in each parental muzzle 
Betray'd the hardship of the puzzle— 

So much the flavour of life's cup 
Is framed by early wrong or right. 
And Kangaroos we know are quite 

Dependent on their '* rearing up." 
The question, with its ins and outs. 
Was intricate and fuU of doubts ; 

And yet they had no squeamish carings 
For trades unfit or fit for gentiy, 
Such notion never had an entiy. 

For they had no armorial bearings. 

Howbeit they're not the last on earth 

That might indulge in pride of birth ; 
TOL. n. 13 
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Whoe'er has seen their infant young 
Bob in and out their mother's pokes, 

Would own, with very ready tongue. 
They are not bom like common folks. 
Well, thus the serious subject stood. 

It kept the old pair watchful nightly, 
Debating for young hopeful's good, 
That he might earn his livelihood. 

And go through life Qike them) uprightly. 
Arms would not do at all ; no, marry. 
In that line all his race miscarry ; 

And agriculture was not proper. 
Unless they meant the lad to tarry 

For ever as a mere clod-hopper. 
He was not well cut out for preaching, 

At least in any striking style ; 

And as for being mercantile — 
He was not form'd for over-reaching. 
The law — why there still fate ill-starr'd bins 
And plainly from the bar debarred him ; 
A doctor — who would ever fee him P 

In music he could scarce engage, 

And as for going on the stage 
In tragic socks I think I see him I 

He would not make a rigging-mounter ; 

A haberdasher had some merit. 
But there the counter still ran counter, 

For just suppose 

A lady chose 
To ask him for a yard of ferret I 

A gardener digging up his beds. 
The puzzled parents shook their heads. 
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" A tailor would Dot do because — '* 
They paused and glanced upon his paws. 

Some parish post, though fate should place it 
Before him, how could he embrace it ? 

In short each anxious Kangaroo 
Discuss'd the matter through and through; 
By day they seem'd to get no nearer, 

'Twas posing quite — 

And in the night 
Of course they saw their way no clearer 1 
At last thus musing on their knees— 
Or hinder elbows if you please — 
It came — no thought was ever brighter I 
In weighing every why and whether, 
They jump'd upon it both together— 
" Let's make the imp a short-hand writer I** 

MORAL. 

I wish all human parents so 

Would argue what their sons are fit for ; 
Some would-be critics that I know 

Would be in trades they have more wit for. 



LITERARY REMINISCENCES. 

NO. II. 



To do justice to the climate of " stout and original Sootland,'* 

it promised to act kindly by the constitution committed to its 

care. The air evidently agreed With the natives; and auld 

Robin Grays and John Andersons were plenty as blackberries, 

and Auld Lang Syne himself seemed to walk, bonneted* amongst 
18—2 
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these patriarchal figures in the likeness of an old man coTered 
with a mantle. The effect on myself was rather carious — for I 
seemed to have come amongst a generation that scarcely be- 
longed to my era; mature spinsters, waning bachelors, Tery 
motherly matrons, and experienced fathers, that I should have 
set down as uncles and aunts, called themselves my cousins ; 
reverend personages, apparently grandfathers and grandmothers, 
were simply great uncles and aunts : and finally I enjoyed an 
interview with a relative oftener heard of traditionally, than en- 
countered in the body — a great-great grandmother — still a tall 
woman and a tolerable pedestrian, going indeed down the hill, 
but with the wheel well locked. It was like coming amongst 
the Struldbrugs ; and truly, for any knowledge to the contrary, 
many of these Old Mortalities are still living, enjoying their 
sneeshing, their toddy, their cracks, and particular reminiscences. 
The very phrase of being ** Scotch'd, but not killed," seems to 
refer to this Caledonian tenacity of life, of which the well-known 
Walking Stewart was an example : he was an annuitant in the 
County-office, and as the actuaries would say, died very hard. 
It must be difficult for the teatotallers to reconcile this longevity 
with the imputed enormous consumption of ardent spirits beyond 
the Tweed. Scotia, according to the evidence of Mr. Bucking- 
ham's committee, is an especialy drouthie bodie, who drinks 
whiskey at christenings, and at buryings, and on all possible 
occasions besides. Her sons drink not by the hour or by the 
day, but by the week, — witness Souter Johnny : — 

** Tam lo*ed him like a vera britber, 
They had been foa for weeks tbegither.*' 

Swallowing no thin washy potation, but a strong overproof spirit, 
with a smack of smoke — ^and " where there is smoke there is 
fire," yet without flashing off, according to temperance theories, 
by spontaneous combustion. On the contrary, the canny 
no<'thems are noted for soundness of constitution and clearness 
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of head, with such a strong principle of vitality as to justify the 
poetical prediction of C***, that the world's longest liver, or 
Last Man, will be a Scotchman. 

AU these favourable signs 1 duly noted ; and prophetically re- 
frained from delivering the letter of introduction to Doctor 

, which was to place me under his medical care. As the 

sick man said, when he went into the gin-shop instead of the 
hospital, I "trusted to natur." Whenever the weather per- 
mitted, therefore, which was generally when there were no new 
books to the fore, I haunted the banks and braes, or paid flying 
visits to the bums, with a rod intended to punish that rising 
generation amongst fishes called trout. But I whipped in vain. 
Trout there were in plenty, but like obstinate double teeth, 
with a bad operator, they would neither be pulled out nor come 
out of themselves. Still the sport, if so it might be called, had 
its own attractions, as, the catching excepted, the whole of the 
Waltonish enjoyments were at my command, the contemplative 
quiet, the sweet wholesome country air, and the picturesque 
scenery— not to forget the relishing the homely repast at the 
shealing or the mill ; sometimes I went alone, but often we were 
a company, and then we had for our attendant a joumeynum 
tobacco-spinner, an original, and literary withal, for he had a 
reel in his head, whence ever and anon he unwound a line of 
Allan Eamsay, or Beattie, or Burns. Methinks I still listen, 
trudging homewards in the gloaming, to the recitation of thai 
appropriate stanza, beginning — 

** At the dose of the day when the hunlet nas Btill,** 

delivered with a g^to perhaps only to be felt by a day-labour- 
ing mechanic, who had " nothing but his evenings to himself." 
Methinks I still sympathise with the zest with which he dwelt 
on the pastoral images and dreams so rarely realised, when a 
chance holiday gave him the fresh-breathing fragrance of the 
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living flower in lieu of the stale odour of the Indian weed ; and 
philosophically I can now understand why poetry, with its lofty 
aspirations and sublimed feelings, seemed to sound so grate- 
fully to the ear from the lips of a " squire of low degree." There 
is something painful and humiliating to humanity in the abject- 
ness of mind, that too often accompanies the sordid condition of 
the working classes ; whereas it is soothing and consolatory to 
find the mind df the poor man rising superior to his estate, and 
compensating by intellectual enjoyment for the physical pains 
and priyation that belong to his humble lot Whatever raises 
him above the level of the ox in the gamer, or |he horse in the 
mill, ought to be acceptable to the pride, if not to the charity, of 
the fellow creature that calls him brother ; for instance, music 
and dancing, but against which innocent unbendings some of our 
magistracy persist in setting their faces, as if resolved that a low 
neighbourhood should enjoy no dance but St. Yitus's, and no 
fiddle but the Scotch. 

To these open-air pursuits, sailing was afterwards added, 
bringing me acquain ed with the boatmen and fishermen of The 
Craig, a hardy race, rough and ready-witted, from whom per- 
chance was first derived my partiality for all marine bipeds and 
sea-craft, from Flag Admirals down to Jack Junk, the proud 
first-rate to the humble boatie that " wins the bairns' bread." 
The Tay at Dundee is a broad noble river, with a racing tide, 
which, when it differs with a contrary wind, will get up **jar» " 
(Anglic^ waves) quite equal to those of a family manufacture. 
It was at least a good preparatory school for learning the rudi- 
ments of boat craft ; whereof I acquired enough to be able at 
need to take the helm without either going too near the wind or 
too distant from the port. Not without some boyish pride I oc- 
casionally found myself intrusted with the guidance of the Coach- 
Boat — so called from its carrying the passengers by the Edin- 
hnrgh. Mail — ^particularly in a calm, when the utmost exertions 
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of the crew, four old man-of-war's-m n, were required at tbe 
oare. It not unfrequently happened, however, that " the laddie '' 
was unceremoniously ousted by the unanimous vote, and some- 
times by the united strength, of the Lidies, who inyariably 
pitched upon the oldest old gentleman in the vessel to 

^ 8Uer her up and lumd her gatm.** 

The consequence being the landing with all the baggage, some 
half-mile above or below the town — and a too late ocmviction, 
that the Elder Brethren of our Trinity House were not the best 
Pilots. 

It was during one of these brief voyages, that I witnessed a 
serio-comic accident, at which the reader will smile or sigh ac- 
cording to his connexion with the Corporation of London. I 
forget on what unconscious pilgrimage it was bound, but 
amongst the other passengers one day, there was that stock- 
dove of a gourmand's affection, a five lively turtle. Bich and 
rare as it was, it did not travel unprotected like Moore's heroine, 
but was under the care of a vigilant guardian, who seemed as 
jealous of the eyes that looked amorously at his charge, as if the 
latter had been a ward in Chancery. So far — namely, as fiiur as 
the middle of the Tay — so good ; when the spirit of mischief, or 
curiosity, or humanity, suggested the convenience of a sea-bath, 
and the refreshment the creature might derive firom a taste of its 
native element. Accordingly, Testudo was lifted over the side, 
and indulged with a dip and a wallop in the wave, which actually 
revived it so powerfully, that from a playful flapping with its 
fore-fins it soon began to struggle most vigorously, like a giant 
refreshed with brine. In fact, it paddled with a power which, 
added to its weight, left no alternative to its g^uardian but to go 
with it, or without it. The event soon came off. The man 
tumbled backward into the boat, and the turtle plunged forward 
into the deqp. There was a splash — a momentaiy glimpse of 
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the broad back-shell — the waters closed, and all was ovet^— orat 
least under 1 In vain one of the boatmen aimed a lunge with 
his boat-hook, at the fatal spot in particular — in vain another 
made a blow with his oar at the Tay in general — whilst a 
third, in his confusion, heaved a coil of rope, as he would, could» 
should, might, or ought to have done to a drowning Christian. 
The Amphibious was beyond their reach, and no doubt, making 
westward and homeward with all its might, with an instinctiye 
feeling that 

** The world wu all before it where to chooee 
Its pUuw of rest, and Providence its guide.** 

Never shall I forget, whilst capable of reminiscences, the face of 
that mourning mate thus suddenly bereaved of his turtle 1 T e 
unfortunate shepherd, Ding-dog, in Eabelais, could hardly have 
looked more utterly and unutterably dozed, crazed, mizmazed, 
and flabbergasted, when his whole flock and stock of golden- 
fleeced sheep suicidically sheep washed themselves to death, by 
wilfully leaping over-board ! He said little in words, but more 
eloquently clapped his hands to his waistcoat, as if the loss, as 
the nurses say, had literally " flown to his stomach." And 
truly, after promising it both callipash and callipee, with the 
delicious green fat to boot, what cold comfort could well be 
colder than the miserable chilling reflection that there was 

"* Cftold kaU in Aberdeen ? •* 
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THE DOMESTIC DILEMMA; 

A TEIJB STOEY, 

FROM THE GERMAN OF JEAN PAUL NEMAND. 



CHAPTER I. 

" I AM perfecOy at my wits' ends 1 " 

As Madame Doppeldick said this, she thrust both her &t 
hands into the pockets of her scarlet cotton apron, at the same 
time giving her head a gentle shake, as if implying that it was a 
case in which heads and hands could be of no possible avaiL 
She was standing in a little dormitory, exactly equidistant from 
two beds, between which her eyes and her thoughts had been 
alternating some ten minutes past. They were small beds, — 
pallets, — cots, — cribs, troughs upon four legs, such as the old 
painters represent the manger in their pictures of the Nativity. 
Our German beds are not intended to cany double, and in such 
an obscure out-of-the way village as Kleinewinkel, who would 
think of finding any thing better in the way of a couch than a 
sort of box just too little for a bed, and just too large for a 
coffin ? It was between two such bedlings, then, that Madame 
Doppeldick was standing, when she broke out into the aforesaid 
exclamation — " I am perfectly at my wits' ends 1 " 

Now, the wits' ends of Madame Doppeldick scarcely extended 
ferther from her scull than the horns of a snaiL They sel- 
dom protruded far beyond her nose, and that was a short 
one ; and moreover they were apt to recede and draw in from 
the first obstacle they encountered, leaving their proprietor to 
feel her own way, as if she had no wits' ends at alL Thus, 
having satisfied themselves that there were only two beds in the 
rooms, they left the poor lady in the lurch, and absolutely 
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atsnonplas, as to how ahe was to provide for tlie ■ 
datioQ of a third aleeper, who was expected to arrive the 
lame eTeuing. There was only one best bed-room in the 
house, and it happened to be the wont bed-room also ; all for 
Qretchen, the maid-seirant, weut home nightly to sleep at her 
mother's. To be sure a shake-down might be spread in the 
parlour ; but to be sure the parlour was also a shop of all sorts ; 
and to be sure the young officer would object to such accommo- 
dations ; and to be very sure, Mr. Doppeldick would otiject 
equally to the shake-down, and giving up the two beds overhead 
to his wife and the young officer. 

" Ood foi^ve me," said the perplexed Madame Doppeldick 
OS she went slowly down the stairs ; — " but I wish Captain 
Schenk bad been killed at the battle of Leipzig, or had got 
a bed of gbrj anywhere else, before he came to be billeted 
on us I " 




CHAPTER n. 

In extenuation of so unchristian -like an aspiration as the one 

which escaped from the lips of Madame Doppeldick at the end 

of the last chapter, it must be remembered that she was a woman 
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of great delicacy for her size. She was «o corpulent, that she 
might aafely bare gone to court without a hoop, her anis were 
loo big for leg! ; and as for her legs, it paBKd for a miracle of 
iudostiy, even amoagit the laborious baTii-worlciog inhabitanta 
of KleijiewinlEe], that she knitted her own itockinga. It mnit 
be coafessed, that she ate heartily, drank heartily, and slept 
heartily; and all she ate, drank, and slept, seemed to do her 
good, for she never ceased growing, at least horizontally, till 
she did ample justice to the name which became her own by 
marriage. Still, as the bulk of her body increased, the nativo 
■hriuldng, onobtnuiTe modesty of her mind remained the samej 
or rather it became even more tremulously sensitive. In spite 
of her huge dimensions, she seemed to entertain the Utopian 
desire of being seen by no eyes save those of her husband ; of 
passing through life unnoticed and unknown ; in abort she was 




a globe-peony with the feelings of a violet. Judge then what a 
shock her blushing sensibilities n«s:ived from the mere idea of 
the strange captain intruding on the shadiest haunts of domettio 
wivacy I Although by birth, education, and dispositkin, as loyal 
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83 the sunflower to the sun, in the first rash transports of her 
trepidation and vexation she wished anything but well to her 
liege sovereign the King of Prussia — wondering bitterly why 
his majesty could not contrive to have his reviews and sham- 
fights in Berlin itself; or at least in Posen, where there were 
spare beds to be had, and lodgings to let for single men. Then 
again, if the Quarter-master had but condescended to give a quar- 
ter's notice, why, Mr. Doppeldick might have run up an extra 
room, or they might have parted off a portion of their own 
chamber with lath and plaster — or they might have done a 
thousand things ; for instance, they might have sold their house 
and left the country, instead of being thus taken unawares in 
their own sanctorum by a strange gentleman, as suddenly as if 
he had tumbled through the roof. " It was too bad — it was 
really too bad — and she wondered what Mr. Doppeldick would 
say to it when he came home." 



CHAPTER III, 

Mr. Doppeldick did come home — and he said nothing to it at 
all. He only pulled his tobacco-bag out of one coat-pocket, and 
his tobacco-pipe out of the other, and then he struck a light, 
and fell to smoking, as complacently as if there had been no 
Captain Schenk in the world. The truth was, he had none of 
that nervous nicety of feeling, which his partner possessed so 
eminently, and, accordingly, he took no more interest in her 
domestic dilemma, than the walnut-wood chair that he sat upon. 
Moreover, when he once had in his mouth his favourite pipe, 
with a portrait of Kant on the bowl of it, he sucked through its 
tube a sort of Transcendental Philosophy which elevated him above 
all the ills of human life, to say nothing of such little domestic 
inconveniences as the present. If the house had been as big as 
the hotel de Nassau, at Schlangenbad, with as many chambers and 
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fcpare beds in it — or a. buraclc, with quarters for the captain and 
his company to boot — he could not have puSed on more con- 
teotedljr. The vetj talk about beds and bedding appeared to lull 
him into a BOtt of sleep with his eyes open ; and even when the 
voice and words of bis helpmate grew a little sharp and queru- 




lous in detailing all her doubts, and difficulties, and disagV > 
ables, they could not ruse even a ripple in the oalm pladd ex- 
panse of his forehead. How should they P His equable German 
good humour might well be invulnerable to all outward attacks, 
which had BO long withstood every internal one, — By, in Tem- 
per's very citadel, the stomach. For instance, the better part 
of his daily diet was of sours. He ate " sauer-lcrsut," and 
" ssuer-braten," with sonr sauee and " saoer-ampf er " by way ot 
aalad, and pickled plums by way of dessert, and " sauer-milch " 
with Bourish brown bread — and then, to wash theae down, he 
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drant Bourish " Essigbei^er" wine, and " Bauer-nasaer," of nhicli 
the village of Kleinewinkel had its own peculiar brunnen. Still, 
I say, by all these eoura, and many othera not mentioned be- 
eidea, hia temper was neyer soured — nor could they turn one 
diop of the milk of human Idndneas that flowed in his boaom. 
Instead, therefoTe, of his round features being ever rumpled and 
cnunpled, and furrowed up by the ploi^h-shwe of passion, you 
never saw any thing on his face but the same everlasting sub- 
smile of phlf^matic philanthropy. Id apite of the stream of 
complunt that kept pooling into his ear, he forgave Captdn 
Schenk from the bottom of hia soul for being billeted on him ; 
and entertained no more spleen towards the King of Fruaaia 
and the Quarter-master, than he did towards the gnat that bit 
him last year. At length, his pipe wanting replenishing, he 
dropped a few comfortable words to his wife, meanwhile he re- 
filled the bowl, and brought the engine again into play : — 




" As for undressing, Malchen — before the strange man — puff 
— why can't we go to bed, — puff — before he does,— puff — puff 
and N put an and to the matter—puff — puff — puff 1". 
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" Aa I live upon damsons imd bnllases ! " (for it wu the 
plum «eaaon,] exclaimed MadAme Doppeldick, clapping her fat 
bojida with delight, " I never thought of that I Gretchen, m; lara, 
get the auppei ready immediately, for your good maa(£r ia mor- 
tal bnngry, and so am T 1 — and then, ray own Dietrich dear, 
we'U bundle off to bed aa faat aa we can I " 



CHAPTEE IV. 

Thi best of plots may come to the worst of ends. It waa 

no faolt, however, of Qretchen'a j for being in a btmry of ber 




own to meet Ludwig Liedebacic, Bhe clapped the nipper upon 
the table in no time at all. The tranecendentol pipe, witlk the 
head of Kut upon it, inaUntly foond itaelf dapontad in k by 
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comer ; for lUr. Doppeldick, like his better half, was a person 
of substance, keeping a good runnii^ account with Messer and 
Grabel. Besides, amongst other delicacies, the board actually 
displayed those rarest of all inland rarities, oysters, — a bag of 
which the warm-hearted Adam Eloot had sent,J)y way of a 
token of remembrance, to his old friend Dietrich ; forgetting 
utterly that it was full a hundred leagues from the nearest high 
water-mark of the sea to the village of Kleinewinkel. Of 
course they came like other travellers, with their mouths wide 
agape, to see the wonders of the place, — but, then, so much the 
easier they were to open; and as the worthy couple did not 
contemplate any such superfluous nicety as shaving them before 
they swallowed them, there was a fair chance that the delicious 
morsels would all be devoured before the inauspicious arrival of 
Captain Schenk. Some such speculation seemed to glimmer in 
the eyes of both Mr. and Mrs. Doppeldick — when, lo ! jusl as 
the sixth dead oyster had been body-snatched out of its shell, 
and was being flavoured up with lemon and vinegar, the door 
opened, and in walked a blue cap with a red band, a pair of 
mustachios, and a grey cloak without any arms in its sleeves. 
Had Madame Doppeldick held any thing but an oyster in her 
mouth at that moment it would infallibly have choked her, the 
flutter of her heart in her throat was so violent. 
Holy Virgin ! — Captain Schenk ! ** 
At your service, Madame," answered a voice through the 
mustachios. 

*' You are welcome. Captain 1 " said the worthy master of the 
house, at the same time rising, and placing a chair for his guest 
at that side of the table which was farthest from the oysters. 
The officer, without any ceremony, threw himself into the seat, 
and then, resting his elbows upon the table, and his cheeks 
between his palms, he flxed his dark eyes on the blushing face of 
Madame Doppeldick in a long and steady stare. It is true that 
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ho wu only mentally rcrimriug the review ; or, possibly, cftl- 
culsting the chances he bad made in favour of an application he 
had lately forwarded to Berlin, to be exchanged into the Boyal 
Guarda ; but the ctrcumatance aufiiced to set eveiy nerve of 
Madame Doppeldick a-vibratiiig, and in two minutes from hia 
anivBl, she had made up her mind that he was a very bold, for- 
ward, and prefluming young man. 




It is astoniBhiug, when we have once conceived a prejndiee, 
how rapidly it grows, and how plentiMly it finds nntariment I 
Like the sea polypoB, it extends its thousand feelers on every 
idde, for anything they can lay hold of, and the smallest partide 
afloat in the ocean of coiyectnre cannot escape from the tenaci^ 
of their grasp. So it was with Madame Doppeldick. Vrom 
mistmstiDg the captsin's eyes, she esme to snspeot his nose, his 
mnstaohioi, his month, his chin, and even the slij^t fmrow of i 
TOL n. 14 
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•abre cut that acarred his fon:head juat over the left ejebrow. 
She felt morally aure tlmt he had reoeired it in no battle-field, 
but in acme icandalotu duel. Lucidly she bad nerer wen 
Uourt'i celebrated open, or abe would inentablj hare aet 
down Captain Schenk as its libertine masquerading hero, Don 
Qionnni hiouelf ! 




*Toa win be sharp-set Tor supper. Captain," said the bospit- 
■iUe boat, pnahing towards his guest a dish of lean bome-oude 
bacon ; but the Captain took uo more notice of the invitation 
than if be had been stunned stone-deaf by the artillery at tbe 
abam-fight in the mining. Possibly he did not like baoon, <a, 
at any rate, auch bacon as was set before him ; for (o put tbe 
Miked Truth on her bare oath, the Kleinewinkel pigs always 
looked as if thr^ got their firing, like cockroaches, by creqiing 
ttraogb cncka. Howerer, be nera changed his posture, but 
txift bis daik intolenble ^es still fixed on bia hostess's fnB and 
inlMd £ue. He might just as well have stared, — if be most 
it ^ abehes-full of old funDy china (some <tf it dtbot. 
A and rireted) in the eomer cupboard, tbe door id 
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which she had left open on purpose ; but he had, apparently, no 
such considerate respect for female modesty. 

" Saint Ursula and the Eleven Thousand be near us 1 " said 
the disquieted Madame Doppeldick to herself. *' It is hard 
enough for people of our years and bulk to be obliged to lie 
double; — but to have a strange, wild, rakish, staring young 
fellow in the same chamber — I do wish that Dietrich would 
make more haste with his supper, that we may get into bed 
first 1" 



CHAPTEE V. 

HoNiST Dietrich was in no such hurry. A rational, moral, 
pious man, with a due grateful sense of the sapidity of certain 
gifts of the Creator, ought not to swallow them with the post- 
haste indifference of a sow swilling her wash ; and as Dietrich 
Doppeldick did not taste oysters once in ten years, it was a sort 
of religious obligation, as well as a positive secular temptation, 
that the relish of each particular fish should be prolonged as 
far as possible on the palate by an orderly, decorous^ and de- 
liberate deglutition. Accordingly, instead of bolting the oysters 
as if he had been swallowing them for a wager, he sate soberly, 
with his eyes fixed on the two plumpest, as if only awaiting the 
" good-night " of his guest to do ample and Christian-like justice 
to the edible forget-me-nots of his good friend Adam Kloot. In 
vain his wife looked hard at him, and trod on his toes as long 
as she could reach them, besides being seized with a short hectic 
cough that was any thing but constitutional — 

" Lord, help me 1 " said Mrs. Doppeldick in her soul, too 

fluttered to attend to the correctness of her metaphors — ** It's as 

easy to catch the eye of a post I — He minds me no more than if 

I trod on the toes of a stock-fish 1 I might as well cough into 

the ears of a stone waU." 
14—2 
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In fact, honest Dietrich had totally forgotten the domeatio 
dflemma. 

" He wiU nerer take his eyes off," thought Mtdaine Doppd. 
diek, stealing a glance across the table ; " I was never so stared 
tt, nerer since I ma a girl and wore pigtaib I I expect 
erety moment be will jamp and embrace me." Whereu 
nothing couM be farther from the Captain's thooght. The 
second battalion had joined that very morning, and accordingly 




be had kissed, or been kissed by, all its eight-and.twenty officers, 
tall or short, fat or lean, fair or swarthy, — which was qnite 
kissing enough for a reasonable day's ration. The truth is, he 
was staring at himself. He bad just, meotallj, put on a new 
vniform, and was looking with the back of his eyes at his own 
killiant figure, as a Captain in the Boyal Guards. It was, 
bowvfer, a stare, ontwanlly, at Madame Doppeldick, who took 



THB DOMXBTIO DILBIOU. SIS 

ererrthing to henelf, tcoga, Isoe, bollion, buttoiu, cnffi, oollan, 
epaulettes, and the Deuce Icnowe what betides. 

" I would to Heaven ! " she wished, " he liad never tbooght of 
going into tbe arm;, — or at least that the Qoarter-maater had 
nerer taken it into his stupid bead to quarter him on us. Young 
gay Captains are very well to flirt with, or to walta with, bat at 
my year* and bulk waltzing is quite out of the ques&m I " 




CHAPTEEVI. 

At last Captain Sdienk changed his poatnre, and arerted hit 

familiar eyes from the face of Madame Doppeldick ; but it was 

only to give her a fresh alarm with his free-and-easy moutb. First 

ij ill he dencbed bia fist»— then he raised faia imu at ftill atretdi 



2U THB DOHESTIO DILEMMA. 

abore iia head, as if he wanted to be crucified, and tben turuinK 
his face npwards tovarda the ceiliug, with hia eyes >hut, and 
bia jawB open — he yawned such a yawn, &■ panther never 
yawned after prowling all day witboat piey, in a ten-foot cage — 
** Anw-yaaw-au-ya-augh-BUwayawauwghf I " 



&-^^^L_A>_^ 




" By all the Saints." thought the terrified Madame Doppeldick, 
"be will be for packing off to bed at once 1 "—and in the »ain 
hope of indulging him to sup beforehand, she seized, yes, she 
actually seized the deyot*d dish of oysters, and made them reliere 
gnard, with the home-made bacon, Juat under the Captain's 
noae. It was now honest Dietrich's turn to try to catch the 
eyes of posts, and tread on the toes of stoclt-fish ; however, for 
this time the natives were safe. 

" By your leave, Madame," said the abominable voice through 
the monstachios, " I will take nothing except a candle. What 
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with the heavy rain at first, and then the horse artillery ploagh- 
iog up our marching ground, I un really dog-tired with my 
day's work. If you will do me the favour, therefore, to show me 




" Not for the whole world ! " exclaimed the horrified Madame 
Doppeldieic — " not for the whole world, I mean, till yon have 
hob-and-nobbed with ns — at least with the good man " — and, 
like a warm-hearted hostess, jealous of the honour of her hospi- 
tali^, she snatched up the spare-candle, and hurried off to the 
barrel. If she could but set them down to drinking, she calen- 
lated, let who wmid be the second, she would hersnlf be the 
first in bed, if she jumped into it with all her dothe* on. It 
was a likely scheme enough, — but alas ! it fell through, like the 
rest t — Before she had drawn half a flask of Easigbeiger, ta 
Holsapfelheimer, fbr I fwgst wbiob — ibs ww alarmed by UiB 
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double screech of two chtura pushed suddenly back on the mt- 
oarpeted floor. Then came a trampling of light and heavy fest 
— and allhongh she dropped the bottle— and forgot to turn the 
spigot — ancK carried the candle without the condlwtick — and 
left her left Blippei behind her, — still, in epiteofall thehute she 
ooold make, she only reached the stair-foot just in time to see 
two ftussian-blue coat-t«ilfl, turned up with red, whisldng in at 
the bed-room doOT I 

CHAPTEB Vn. 
" Ob the cruel, the killing ill-luck that pursues ne I " ex- 
olaimed the forhim llBdame Doppeldick, as her husband le- 
tumed, with his mouth watering, to the little parlour, where, by 
some sort of attraction, he was drano into the Captain's vacant 
chair, instead of his own. In a few seconds the plumpest of 
Adam Kloot'a tender Bouvenire, of about the size and shape of a 
penny bun, was sliding over hia tongue. Then another went — 
and another — and another. They were a little gone or so, and 
no wonder; for they had travelled up the Rhine and the Moselle, 
in a dry " schiff," not a " dampschiff," towed by real horse- 
powers, instead of steam-powers, against the Btrewn. To tell 
the naked truth, there were onlj four words in the world that a 
respectably iresh Cod'a head could have said to them, namely — 
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No matter : down they went glibly, glibly. The lemon-juioe 
did something for them, and the vinegar still more, by making them 
seem sharp instead of flat. Honest Dietrich enjoyed them as 
mightily as Adam Elloot could have wished; and was in no 
humour, you may be sure, for spinning prolix answers or long- 
winded speeches. 

•• They are good — very 1 — excellent 1 Malchen ! — Just eat a 
couple." 

But the mind of the forlorn Malchen was occupied with any 
thing but oysters ; it was fixed upon things above, or at least 
overhead. " I do not think I can sit up all night," she mur- 
mured, concluding with such a gape that the tears squeezed out 
plentifully between her fat little eyelids. 

" I've found only one bad one — and that was full of black 
mud — schloo— 00 — oo — ooop ! " — slirropped honest Dietrich. 
N. B. There is no established formula of minims and crotchets 
on the gamut to represent the swallowing of an oyster : so the 
aforesaid syllables of schloo — oo — oo— ooop," must stand in 
their stead. 

" As for sleeping in my clothes," continued Madame Doppd- 
dick, " the weather is so very warm, — and the little window 
won't open — and with two in a bed — " 

" The English do it, Malchen, — schloo— oo— ooop 1 " 

" But the English beds have curtains," said Madame Doppel- 
dick, "thick stuff or canvas curtains, Dietrich, — all rounds 
and over the top— just like a general's tent." 

" We can go — schloo— ooop— to bed in the dark, Malchen." 

" No— no," objected Madam Doppeldick, with a grave shake 
of her head. *' We'll have no blindman's-buff work, Dietrich, — 
and maybe blundering into wrong beds." 

" Schloo— oo— 00 — oo— ooop." 

" And if ever I saw a wild, rakish, immoral, irreligiotts-lookiiig 
young man, Dietrich, the Captain is one 1 " 
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" Schloo — 00 — 00 — oo— ooop." 

" Did you observe, Dietrich, how shamefully he stared at me ? ** 

"Schloo — ooop." 

*' And the cut on his forehead, Dietrich, I'll be bound he got 
it for no good ! *' 

" Schloo— 00— 00— 00 — ooop." 

" Confound Adam Kloot and his oysters to boot ! '* exclaimed 
the offended Madame Doppeldick, irritated beyond all patience 
at the bovine apathy of her connubial partner. " I wish, I do, 
that the nets had burst in catching them 1 " 

" Why, what can one do, Malchen ? " asked honest Dietrich, 
looldng up for the first time from the engrossing dish, whence 
the one-a-penny oysters had all vanished, leaving only the two- 
a-penny ones behind. 

'* Saint Ursula only knows 1 *' sighed Madame Doppeldick, 
her voice relapsing into its former tone of melancholy. " I only 
know that I will never undress in the room ! " 

" Then you must undress out of it, Malchen. Schloo — oop, 
Schloo— 00 — 00 — 00 — ooop.** 

"I believe that must be the way after all,** said Madame 
Doppeldick, on whose mind her husband*s sentence of transcen- 
dental philosophy had cast a new light. " To be sure there is a 
little landing-place at the stair-head, and our bed is exactly op- 
posite the door — and if one scuttled briskly across the room, 
and jumped in — But are you sure, Dietrich, that you explained 
every thing correctly to the Captain? Did you tell him that 
kis was the one next the window — with the patchwork 
coverlet?" 

" Not a word of it I " answered honest Dietrich, who like all 
other Prussians had served his two years as a soldier, and was 
therefore moderately interested in military manceuvres. " Not 
a word of it — we talked all about the review. But I did what 
was far better, my own Malchen, for I saw him get into the bed 
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with the patchwork coverlet, with my own eyes, and then took 
away his candle — Schloo — oo — oop I " 

" It was done like my own dear, kind Dietrich," exclaimed 
the delighted Madame Doppeldick, and in the sudden revulsion 
of her feelings, she actually pulled up his huge round bullet-head 
from the dish, and kissed him between the nose and chin. 

The Domestic Dilemma was disarmed of its horns, Madame 
Doppeldick saw her way before her, as clear and open as the 
Ehine three months after the ice has broken up. From that 
moment, as long as the dish contained two oysters, the air of 
" Schloo — 00 — 00— oo— ooop " was sung, " as " arranged for a 
duet." 



CHAPTER Vni. 

" All is quiet, iuank Heaven I the Captain is as hsi as a 
church," thought Madame Doppeldick, as she stood in nocturnal 
dishabille, on the little landing-place, at the stair-head. '* Now 
then, my own Dietrich," she whispered, " are you ready to run P " 
For like the best of wives, as she was, she did not much care to 
go anywhere without her husband. 

But the deliberate Dietrich was not prepared to escort her. 
He had chosen to undress as usual, with his transcendental pipe 
in his mouth ; indeed it was always the last thing that he took 
off before getting into bed, so that till all his philosophy was 
burned to ashes, his mind would not consent to any active cor- 
poreal exertion, especially to any locomotion so rapid as a race. 
At last he stood balancing, made up for the start; his eyes 
staring, his teeth clenched, his fists doubled, and his aims 
swinging, as if he were about to be admitted a burgess of An- 
demach — that is to say, by leaping backwards over a winnowing 
fan, with a well poised pail of water in his arms, in order to 
show if he accomplished it neatly. 
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" The uight-liglit may be left bunung where it ia, DJetricb." 

" Now then, MsJchen I " 

" Now then Dietrich, — and nin gently — on your toes ! " 

No sooner swl than done. The modest Malchen with the 
■peed of ft young wild elephant made a nub across the room, 
and, with something of a jump and something more of a scramble, 
plunged headlong into the bed. The phlegmatic Dietrich was a 




thought later, front having included the whole length of the 
landing-placeinbisrun, tohelp him in his leap, so that just as his 
bulk came squash I upon the coverlet, his predecessor was tum- 
bling her body, sicow-wow, bow-wow, any-how, over the side of 
the bedstead. 

" Sancta Maiia I " sobbed Madame Doppeldiclc, as she settled 
into hysterica upon the floor. 
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" Potz-tBOMnd I " said Mr. Boppeldick, aa tie crawled back- 
wards out of the bed Ulce a crab. 

" Ten tfaouaand derila ! " bellowwl Captain Schenk — a aop- 
preaaed exclamation that the first sbock had driven from his 
mouth into his throat, from his throat into his lungs, and friMn 
thence into his stomach ; but which the second shock had now 
driven out again in Tull force. 



^,if^^ 




" Why, I thought, Mister Jean Paul Nemand (sajs the reader), 
that we left Ibe Captain safe and sound, in his own bed, next 
the window, with the patch-work coverlet P " 

"And so we did. Mister Carl Wilhelm Jemand (says the 
author,) bat it was so short, that in five minutes he caught the 
cramp. Wherefore, as there was a second spare bed in the 
room, and as honest Dietrich had said nothing of other lodgers. 
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and as of all blcBaings vre ooglit to choose the bif^gest, the Cap- 
tain determined to ^ve it a tritil — and between you &nd me he 
liked the bed well enough, till he felt a sort of smashing pain 
■U over his body, hia eyes squeezing out of his face, bis nose 
squeezing into it, and his precious front teeth, at a gulp, going 
uninvited down his gullet I " 




ODE POR THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER. 

LuD ! Lud ! Lud ! 
I mean of course that renerable town, 
Mention'd in stories of renown. 

Built formerly of mud ; — 
i.ud, I say, why didst thou e'er 

Invent the office of a Mayor, 
An of&ce that no useful purpose crowns. 
But to set Aldennen against each other. 
That should be Brother unto Brother, — 
Sisters at least, by virtue of their gowns? 
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But still if one must liave & Mayor 
To fill the Civic chair, 
O Lud, I Mj, 
Wa« there no better day 
To fix OD, than NoTember Ninth so sIuTeiy 
And dull for showioi; off the Liveiy's liieiyf 




Dimming, alas I 
The Brazier's brass, 
Soiling th' Embroiderers and all the Saddlers, 
Sopping the FurHen, 
Draggling the Curriers, 
And making Merchant Tailors dirty paddleA : 
Drenching the Skinners' Company to the akin. 
Making the crusty Vintner duller. 
And turning the Distiller 
To cold without instead of warm within s — 
Spoiling the bran-new beavers 
Of Wax-chandlers and Weavers, 

Plastering the Plasteren and spotting HeReiai 
Hearty J 
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And showing Cordwainen and dapper Brapere 

Sadly in want of brushes and of scrapers ; 

Making the Grocer's company not fit 
For Company a bit ; 

Dying the Dyers with a dingy flood, 
Daubing incorporated Bakers, 
And leading the Patten-makers, 

Over their very pattens in the mud, — 
OLud! OLud! OLudl 

" This is a sorry sight," 
To quote Macbeth — but oh, it grieves me quite. 
To see your Wives and Daughters in their plumes — 
White plumes not white — 
Sitting at open windows catching rheums. 
Not " Angels ever bright and fair," 
But angels ever brown and sallow. 
With eyes — ^you cannot see above one pair. 

For city clouds of black and yellow — 
And artificial flowers, rose, leaf, and bud, 
Such sable lilies 
And grim daffodilies 
Drooping, but not for drought, Lud I Lud ! 

I may as well, while I'm inclined. 
Just go through all the faults I find : 

Oh Lud I then, with a better air, say June, 
Could'st thou not find a better tune 
To sound with trumpets, and with drums. 
Than " See the Conquering Hero comes," 
When he who comes ne'er dealt in blood P 
*; Thy May'r is not a War Horse, Lud, 

I That ever charged on Turk or Tartar, 
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And yet upon a march yon strike 

That treats him like— 

A little French if I may martyr — 
Lewis Cart-Hone or Ueni; Carter I 




Lud I I Bay 

Do change your day 

To soma time when yonr Show can really ahow ; 

When ailk can seem like silk, and gold can glow. 

Look at your Sweepers, how they shine in May 
HftTe it when there'a a bud to gild the coach. 
And sparkle in tiara — bracelet — brooch— 

Diamond— or paste— of sister, mother, danghter ; 
When grandeur really may be grand — 
But if thy Pageant's thus obscured by land — 

Lud ! it's ten times worse tqran the water I 
VOL. n. 15 
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SuppoM, Lud, to ahow its plan, 
I call, like Blue Beard's wife, to sister Anne, 
Wlio*s gone to Beaufort Wharf with niece and aunt 
To see what she can see — and what she cant; 
Chewing a safl^n bun by way of cud, 
IV) keep the fog out of a tender lung. 
While peidi'd in a Tenundah nioriy hung 
Oret a maigin of thj own Uad: mod, 
OLndl 

Mow Sttte Anne> loaQto^ee, 
Look out and see : 
Of oovne about the bridge 5XN1 view then raOy 

And saliv, 

Willi Mii^ a whenr^ smillen punt, and couer; 
TW Fnihaioi^^en^ graiki >KvaL but 7>oi f<M butter, 

TW Goldam«}js' clorious ouW, — 
Of ocwirse you see 1^ Ijord Mavot > coach aquatic. 
With silkfin baiinw^ xh$kX iht br««« fan. 
In ^old all crlom-ing. 
And men in scarlet rawing. 
Like I>o$rf of VoT.icc to xht A/Jriatic ; 
Of couT» you see all this, O Si«4tr Anne ? 
** No, I s*« no such thinjr I 
I «n)y «ec tiie «»dgr of Bwujfort Wharf, 
With two ooa] %hi«ro teten'd u> a rii^^ : 

And, dim as frhost^ 
Tmo little bcy^ are jumpii^ <yv<T po9t$ ; 

And aomethin^ tatharolT, 
n«t\ ladMT like the shadow of a dog. 

And all be^rond is ^. 
Sftae be any Uiin^ «o line and bT^2:bl, 
Ib^eelt 1 aittsi f«e by second aight. 
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Call this a Show P It is not worth a pin 1 

I see no barges row, 

No banners blow ; 
The show is merely a gallanty-show, 
Without a lamp or any candle in." 

But sister Anne, my dear, 
Although you cannot see, you still may hear? 
Of course you hear, I*m yeiy sure of that, 

The "Water parted from the Sea" in G, 
Or " Where the Bee sucks," set in B ; 
Or Huntsman's chorus from the Freyschutz frightful 
Or Handel's Water Music in A flat. 

Oh music from the water comes delightful 1 
It sbands as no where else it can : 

You hear it first, 

In some rich burst. 

Then faintly sighing. 

Tenderly dying 
Away upon the breezes, Sister Anne. 

" There is no breeze to die on ; 
And all their drums and trumpets, flutes and harps, 
Could never cut their way with ev'n three sharps 

Through such a fog as this, you may rely on. 
I think, but am not sure, I hear a hum, 

Like a rery muffled double drum. 

And then a something faintly shrill, 

like Bartlemy Fair's old buz at Pentonville. 

And now and then hear a pop, 

As if from Pedley's Soda Water shop. 
15—2 



Fill almoet ill with the strong sceot of mud. 
And, not to mention Bneezing, 
M; cougli is, more ttian uaiml, teasing ; 
I leaUy fear that I have chili'd my Uood, 
OLudl OLudI Ludt LudI OLudI" 




SONNET. 

Th< slcy 18 glowing in one ruddy sheet ; — 
A ciy of fire ! resounds from door to door ; 
And westward still the thronging people pour;- 
Tbe turncock hastens to F. P. 6 feet, 



BONDIAU. 

And quick unlocks the fountains of the street ; 
While rumbling engines, with increasing roar. 
Thunder along to luckless Number Four, 
Where Mr. Dough makes bread for folks to eat. 
And now through blazing frames, and fiery beamsb 
The Globe, the Sun, the Phoenix, and what not, 
With gushing pipes throw up abundant streamy 
On burning bricks, and twists, on rolls— too hoU— 
And scorching loaves,— as if there were no shorter 
And cheaper way of making-toast-and-water I 



KONDEAU. 

[XXTBACTSD F&OM ▲ WSLL-KNOWN ANNUAL.] 



O CURIOUS reader, didst thou ne'er 
Behold a worshipful Lord May'r 
Seated in his great civic chair 

SodearP 
Then cast thy longing eyes this way. 
It is the ninth November day. 
And in his new -bom state survey 

One herel 
To rise from little into great 
Is pleasant ; but to sink in state 
From high to lowly is a fiEtte 

Severe. 
Too soon his shine is overcast, 
Ghill'd by the next November blast ; 
His blushing honours only last 

Onayearl 
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He casta hia fur and sheds bia ohains, 
And moolts tUl not a plume remaini — 
The next impending Maj'r disbmina 

Hbgear. 
He slips like water through a sieve — 
Ah, could bis bttle splendoor bve 
Another twelvunonth — he would give 

One earl 




LONDON FASHIONS FOR NOVEMBER. 



No season hat oCFered such mriiti) in costume as the early 
part of the present month. Fancy dresses of the most outri 
description have appeared, even in the stnets. Short waists 
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ntd long, fhll skerea and empty, brood akirts and oairow, 
wbole alcirU, half akirU, and none at al), have been indifferentlf 
worn. Pot the Pnmtnadt, raga and tatteis of all kiodi have 
been in much favour ; very few bnttona are worn ; and the 
coats, waiatcoats, and pantaloons, have been invariably padded 
and stuffed with hay or straw. We obaerved several ex^nrita 
maldng morning calls in soaie-craw great-coats; the akirta, 
lappela, colian, and cuffa, pioturesqnely, but not too formally. 




jagged A la Fandyin. Tiie prevaUing colours — all colours ai 
once. Wigs have been very general — both m bnn KiiJHaii 
these have beea commonly compoaed of deal ahavinga ; but io 
some cases of tow, and aometimes horse-bair. Por the evening 
party, a few aquibs and crackers are stuck in the permjue (a 
hat, and the boots and shoes are poliahed up with a little pitdi 
or tar; somettmes a Catherine wheel has been added m eofaanfa. 
Prills, collais, and ruffles, of papier eot^, have entirely aopet- 
seded those of cambric or lace, and shixU of eveiy description 
are quite discarded. Funt has been in much request, and 
ruddle seems to have been preferred to rtrnge; patches ate also 
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much worn, not on the countenance, but on the clothes ; for 
these the favourite matSriel is tartan, plush of any colour, or 
corduroy. Several dandies appeared on the 5th with gloves, 
but they are not essential requisites to be in the ton : canes are 
discarded; even a riding- whip would be reckoned to evince 
numvais ^odt, but a half-penny bunch of matches *' d la 
mam** is indispensable to a fashionable aspirant. The old 
practice of being carried abroad in chairs has been universally 
revived ; and it must be confessed^ that it exhibits the Figure to 
much advantage. 

Amongst the Nouveautis, we observed the following Caract^e, 
as making a felicitous ddbuL The coast was d-la-mUUaire, of 
the colour formerly so much in vogue under the name ofjvmdide 
Londres, turned up with Jlamme d'er^er. It was garni with very 
dead gold ; and slashed d VEspagnole, back and front. The pan- 
taloons were equally bizarre ; one leg being composed of Scotch 
tartan, and the other of blue striped bed ticking, made very full, 
en nuUelot, in compliance with the prevailing taste for navals. 
The wig was made of green and white willow shavings, with a 
large link for a queue, tied on with a mmid of red tape. The 
hat, brown, somewhat darker than the Devonshire beaver, but 
disinclining to black. It had no brim, and was without a crown. 
A tarnished badge of the Fhcenix Fire Office, on the bust, gave 
a distinffui air to the whole Figure, which was going down Bond- 
street, and excited a sensation quite d-V envie by its appearance 
in the World of Fashion. 

N.B. — We are requested to state that the above described 
figure was entirely invented and manufactured by little Solomon 
Levy, of HoUywell-street, Strand, who has a variety always on 
'show, about the metropolis. 
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SYMPTOMS OF OSSIFICATION. 



** An indifference to tears, and bloo<L and haman Buffering, that ooold only 
belong to a Bonegf-parU/' — Life of Napoleon, 



TiMB was, I always had a drop 

For any tale or sigh of sorrow ; 

My handkerchief I used to sop 

Till often I was forced to borrow ; 

I don't know how it is, but now 

My eyelids seldom want a drying ; 

The doctors, p'rhaps, could tell me how — 

I fear my heart is ossifying ! 

0*er GK>ethe how I used to weep, 

With turnip cheeks and nose of scarlet. 

When Werter put himself to sleep 

With pistols kiss'd and clean'd by Charlotte ; 

Self-murder is an awful sin. 

No joke there is in bullets flying. 

But now at such a tale I grin — 

I fear my heart is ossifying 1 

The Drama once could shake and thrill 
My nerves, and set my tears a stealing. 
The Siddons then could turn at will 
Each plug upon the main of feeling ; 
At Belvidera now I smile. 
And laugh while Mrs. Bailer's crying ; 
'TIS odd, to great a change of style — 
I fear my heart is ossifying I 
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That heart was such — some years ago. 
To see a beggar quite would shock it, 
And in his hat I used to throw 
The quarter's savings of my pocket : 
I never wish — as I did ihenl — 
The means from my own purse supplying. 
To turn them all to gentlemen — 
I fear my heart is ossifying 1 

We've had some serious things of late. 
Our sympathies to beg or borrow, 
New melo-drames, of tragic fate, 
And acts and soDgs, and tales of sorrow ; 
Miss Zouch's case, our eyes to melt. 
And sundry actors sad good-bye-iDg. 
But Lord ! — so little have 1 felt, 
I'm sure my heart is ossifying 1 



THE POACHEB. 

A SERIOUS BALLAD. 



But a bold pheasantry, their country's pride, 
When once destroyed can never be supplied. 

Goldsmith. 



Bill Blossom was a uice young man. 
And drove the Bury coach ; 

But bad companions were his bane, 
And egg'd him on to poach. 

They taught him how to net the birds, 
And how to noose the hare ; 

And with a wiry terrier. 
He often set a snare. 



THE FOAOHEB. 



Each "shiny night" the moon ma bright. 

To park, preserre, and wood 
He went, and kept the game aRn, 

By killing all he could. 




Land-owners, who had rabbits, swore 
That he had this demerit — 

Give him an inch of warren, he 
Would take a jfard of ferret. 

At partridgeB he was not nice ; 

And many, large and small, 
Without Hall's powder, without lead. 

Were sent to Leaden-Hall. 
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He did not fear to take a deer. 
From forest, park, or lawn ; 

And without courting lord or duke» 
Used frequently to fawn. 



Folks who had hares discovered 
His course they could not stop : 

No barber he, and yet he made 
Their hares a perfect crop. 

To pheasant he was such a foe, 
He tried the keeper's nerves; 

They swore he never seem'd to have 
Jam satis of preserves. 

The Shooter went to beat, and found 

No sporting worth a pin, 
Unless he tried the covers made 

Of silver, plate, or tin. 

In Kent the game was little worth, 

In Surrey not a button ; 
The Speaker said he often tried 

The Manors about Sutton. 

No county from his tricks was safe : 
In each he tried his lucks. 

And when the keepers were in Beds, 
He often was at Bucks, 

And when he went to Bucks, alas 1 
They always came to Herts ; 

And even Oxon used to wish 
That he had his deserts. 



BEirrGHXS ON TES BOAD. 

But going to Mb usual HattU, 
Old Chethire laid his plots : 

He got eotrapp'd by Ic^al Berkt, 
And lost his life in Notta. 




SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 

THE SUDDEN DSATH. 



These are several objections to one-horse vehidea. Wit]i 
two wheels, they are daugerous ; with foor, generally cmd in- 
Tentiona, tasking one animal with the labour of two. And, in 
either case, should your horse think proper to die on the road, 
you have no survivor to drag your carnage through the rest of 
the stage; or to be sent off galloping with the coaohmsn on his 
back for a coadjutor. 

That was precisely Miss Norman's dilemma. 

If ■ boTse coold be supposed to harbour so deadly a spite 
against his proprietor, I should believe that the one in question 
chose to vent his animoaity by giving up the ghost just at the 
■pot where it would cause moat annoyance and inconvenienoe. 
For fourteen months past he had drawn the Lady in dailj 
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airiiigi to & point just short or the Binn Oata ; — becaoM that 
fi% yaids further would have cost sixpence ; a gum which Uiss 
Norman cou] (3, or believed she could, but ill spare oat of a limited 
inoome. At this reiy place, exactly opposite the tall elm which 
oniBllf gave the signal for turning homeward, did Plantagenet 
prefer to drop down stone dead : as if determined that his tnlv 
tiesa should have to walk ever; inch of it, to her own house. 
Bat Miss Norman never walked. 




Pedestrianism was, in her opinion, a very vulgar exercise, on- 
avoidable with the poor, and to some people, aa Poatioen, 
Bankers' clerks, Hawkers, and the like, a professional mode t^ 
progresaioa, but a bodily exertion very derogatory to pefaons of 
birth and breeding. So far was this carried, that she was onoa 
beard to declare, speaking of certain rather humble obeeqoie^ 
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" alie wonld rather live for ever than hsTe a walking Auwral 1 ** 
On another occasion, when the great peifomuuice of Captain 
Barclay, in walking a thoutand miles in a thousand houTB, wai 
Bubmitted to her opinion, ebe nid " it waa a atep ahe did not 
approve." 




It might be sarmiaed from anch declarationa, that ahe was 
incapable of peraonal locomotion, through aome original io- 
Brmitjr, for inatnnce, anch aa reaults from the rieketa ; whema, 
ao fur from allowing any deficiency on the part of her none at 
parenta, in putting her to her feet, UUa Norman profeaaed to 
have the perfect command of all her limba, and would hare fait 
extremely offended at a hint that she could not dance. It waa 
quite another weakneaa than any bodily one which reatruted 
her promenades, and made her Kset almost aa ueless to her aa 
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tboae of the female Chinese. Pride waa in fault ; and partly 
ber mmame, for an^ieBting to one of her anceston that he waa 
a descendant of William the First of England : a notion, which, 
after turning his own head, had slightly crazed those of faia 
Ricceason, who all beliered, as part and parcel of tlieii inherit- 
ance, on the strength of the " Norman " and some dubious old 
pedigree, that the Conqnerar was their great Progenitor. 

The liereditary am^ance engendered by this imaginary dis* 
tinction, had successively displayed itself by outbreaks of dif- 
ferent character, according to the temperament of the individual 
who happened to be liead of the family : with Miss Norman, 
the last of her line, it took the form of a boast thst every branch 
and twig of her illustrious tree had always ridden " in their own 
.eaniage." I am not quite sure whether she did not push this 
pretention further back than the date of the invention of " little 
houses on wheels " would warrant ; however, it held good, in 
local tradition, for several generatioos, although the family 
vehicle had gradnally dwindled down from an ample coach to a 
chariot, a fly, and, finally, the one-inside sedan-chair upon 
wheels, which the sudden death of Plantagenet left plant«d fifty 
yards short of the Bion Gate. To glance at the whole set-out, 
nobody would ever have attributed high birth and inherent 
gentility to its owner. Twaa never of a piece. For once that 
the body was new-psinted, the arms were thrice refreshed and 
touched np, till the dingy vehicle, by the glaring comparison, 
kmked more andent than the qnarterings. The crest was mach 
oftena renewed than the hammer-cloth ; and Humphrey, the 
coachman, evidently never got a new suit all at once. He hod 
always old drab to bran-new bright sky-blue plush; or vice 
vertd. Sometimes a hat in its first glow got the better of ita 
old tarnished band ; sometimes the fresh gold lace made the 
brown beaver look still more an antique. The same with the 
huness and the horse, which was sometimes a tall spanking 
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brate, who seemed to have ontgrown the ooncern ; at otlier 
timca, a ahcat pony-like anima], who had been put into the 
shafts by mistake. In short, the sereral articles seemed to be- 
long the more especially to Miss Nonnan because the; belonged 
so little to each other. A few minutes made a great change in 
her possesaionB, instead of a living horse, hight Plantagenet, she 
waa proprietor of certain hundred-w^hts of dogs'-meat. 




It was jnst at this moment that I came up with my gig ; and 
knowing something of the lady's charadeT, I palled np in ex- 
pectation of a scene. Leaving my own bay, who would stand 
as steady as a mute at death's door, I proceeded to aisist the 
^<nM-hiT|ftii in extricating his horse ; but the nag of royal lino 
was itone dead : and I accompanied Humphrey to the cairiage- 
door to make his report. 

A recent American author has described as an easential 
attribute of high birth and breeding in England, a certain sort 
of quakeriy composure, in all possible sudden emergencies, mA 
as an alarm of the house on fire, at a man falling into a fit by 
one's side ; in fact, the same kind of adf-eommand which Pope 
TOL. II. 16 
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praises in a lady who is "mistress of herself, though China falL** 
In this particxilar Miss Norman's conduct justified her preten- 
sions. She was mistress of herself, though her horse fell. She 
did not start— exclaim — put her head out of the window, or 
e^en let down the front glass : she only adjusted herself more 
exactly in the middle of the seat, drew herself bolt upright, and 
fixed her eyes on the back of the coach-box. In this posture 
fiumphrey found her. 

" If you please, Ma'am, Flaniy-ginit be dead." The lady ac- 
quiesced with the smallest nod ever made. 

'* I'ye took off the collar, and the bit out, and got un out o' 
harness entirely ; but he be as unanimate as his own shoes ; " 
and the informant looked earnestly at the lady to observe 
the ^ect of the communication. But she neyer moved a 
jnusde; and honest Humphrey was just shutting the coach- 
door, to go and finish the laying out of the corpse, when he was 
recalled. 

" Humphrey I " 
What's your pleasure, Ma'am ? 

" Bemember, another time- 

"Yes, Ma'am J 



** What's your pleasure. Ma'am " " 

oi.ii6r um u 

** When a horse of mine is deceased " 

" Yes, Ma'am." 

» 



" Touch your hat.' 

The abashed coachman instantly paid up the salute in anear. 
Unblessed by birthright with self-possession, he had not even the 
advantage of experience in the first families, where he might 
have learned a little from good example : he was a raw uncouth 
country servant, with the great merit of being cheap, whom Miss 
Norman had undertaken to educate; but he was stiU so far 
from proficient, that in the importance of breaking the death to 
his mistress, he had omitted one of those minor tokens of respect 
which she always rigorously exacted. 
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ft WBB now my own tnro to come forward, and aa deferen- 
tiaU; as if alie had been indeed the last of the Conqneror*! 
Nonnaody pippins, I tendered a seat in my chaise, which she 
tacdtl; declined, with a gracious gesture of head and hand. 

"If you please, tfa'am," said Humphrey, tsldiig care to 
tonch his hat, and shutting his head into the carriage so that 
I might not overhear him, " he's a respectable kind of gentleman 
enough, and connected with some of the fint houses." 

" The gentleman's name F " 

" To be sure, Ifa'am, the gentleman can't help his n&m^" 
answered Humphreyi fully aware of the peculiar prejudices of 
his mistress; "but it be Huggins." 




" Shut the door." 

It appeared, on explanation with the coachmen, that he had 
mistaken me for a person in the employ of the opulent fimt ol 
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Naylor and Co., wImmo province it was to tniTd tluong^ioiit 
Britain with samples of hardware in the box-seat of his gig. I 
did not take the trouble to andeodye him, but detomining to see 
the end of the affair, I affected to hope that the lady would 
change her mind ; and accordingly I renewed, from time to tim^ 
my offer of accommodation, which was always stiffly dedined. 
After a tolerably bng pause on all sides, my expectation was 

excited by the appearance of the W coach coming througli 

the Binn Gate, the only public yehide that used the road. At 
sight of the dead horse, the driver (the noted Jem Wade) 
pulled up— alighted — and standing at the carriage-door with his 
hat ofi^ as if he knew his customer, made an offer of his serrioes. 
But Miss Norman, more dignified than ever, waved him off with 
her hand. Jem became more pressing, and the lady more rigid. 
" She never rode," she condescended to say, "injtw^/tcvehidea." 
Jem entreated again ; but " she was accustomed to be driven by 
her own coachman/* It was in vain that in answer he praiaed 
the quietness of his team, the safety of his patent boxes, besides 
promising the utmost steadiness and sobriety on his own part. 
Miss Norman still looked perseveringly at the back of her 
coach-box; which, on an unlucky assurance that "he would 
take as much care of her as of his own mother," she exchanged 
for a steady gaze at the side- window, opposite to the coachman, 
so long as he remained in the presence. 

** By your leave. Ma'am," said Humphrey, putting his hand 
to his hat, and keeping it there, " Mr. Wade be a very civil- 
spoken careful whip, and his coach loads very respectable sodety. 
There's Sir Vincent Ball on the box." 

" If Sir Vincent Ball chooses to degrade himself, it is no rule 
for me,*' retorted the lady, without turning her head ; when, lo I 
Sir Vincent appeared himself, and politely endeavoured to 
persuade her out of her prejudices. It was usdess. Miss 
Norman's ancestors had one and all expressed a very dedded 
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opinion ageinat Btage-ooachea, by nerer getting into ono ; and 
" she did not fed disposed to diagmoe a line longer thin oom- 
mon, by riding in any carriage but her own." Sir Jfinomt 
bowed and retieated. So did Jem Wade, without bowing, 
ferroitly declaring "he wonid never do the civil thing to the 
old ftniale kx again 1 " 




The stage rattled away at an indignant gallop i and we were 
left once more to our own reaonrcea. By way of paaaing the 
time, I thrice repeated my offen to the obdurate old maiden, and 
cndored as many rebuffs. I was contemplating a fourth trial, 
when a signal was made from the carriage window, and Hum- 
phrey, hat in hand, opened the dotar. 

" Frocore me a poit-chaise." 

" A po-shay 1 " echoed Humphrey, but, like an Iriih echo, 
with aome Tariation from hi* original — " Lord help ye, Uft^aait 
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thei6 bean't such a thing to be had ten miles round— hio, not 
for lore nor money. Why, bless ye, it be election time, and 
there bean't coach, cart, nor dog-barrow» but what be gone 
toitl" 

" No matter," said the mistress, drawing herself up with an 
air of lofty resignation. "I reyoke my order; for it is £Eur, 
Tery far from the kind of riding that I prefer. And Hum- 
phrey '» 

"Yes, Ma'am." 
" Another time — ** 
" Yes, Ma'am." 
•* Bemember once for all — ** 
" Yes, Ma'am." 

" I do not choose to be blest, or the Lord to help me." 
Another pause in our proceedings, during which a company 
of ragged boys, who had been black-berryiug, came up, and 
planted themselves, witb every symptom of vulgar curiosity, 
around the carriage. Miss Norman had now no single glass 
through whicb she could look without encountering a group of 
low-life faces staring at her with all their might. Neither could 
she help hearing some such shocking ill-bred remarks as, " Yy 
don't the frizzle-vigged old Guy get into the gemman's drag P " 
Still the pride of the Normans sustained her. She seemed to 
draw a sort of supplementary neck out of her bosom, and sat 
more rigidly erect than ever, occasionally favouring the circle, 
like a mad bull at bay, with a most awful threatening look, ac- 
companied ever by the same five words : 
" I CHOOSE to be aloue." 

It is easy to say choose, but more difficult to have one's 
choice. The blackberry boys chose to remain ; and in reply to 
each cong^ only proved by a general grin how very much teeth 
are set off to advantage by purple mouths. I confess I took 
pity on the pangs even of unwarrantable pride, and urged my 
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proposal again with some warmth; but it was repeDed with 
absolnte sooriL 

"Fellow, you are insolent." 

" Quis Deus yult perdere/' thought I, and I deterndned to 
let her take her fate, merely staying to mark the result. After 
a tedious interval, in which her mind had doubtless looked 
abroad as well as inward, it appeared that the rigour of the con- 
dition, as to riding only in her own carriage, had been some- 
what relaxed to meet the exigency of the case. A fresh tapping 
at the window summoned the obsequious Humphrey to recdye 
orders. 

" Present my compliments at the Grove — and the loan of the 
chariot will be esteemed a favour." 

•* By your leave, Ma'am, if I may speak — " 

" You may not^* 

Humphrey closed the door, but remained for a minute gazing 
on the panel, at a blue arm, with a red carving-knife in its handt 
defending a black and white rolling-pin. If he meditated any 
expostulation, he gave it up, and proceeded to drive away the 
boys, one of whom was astride on the dead Flantagenet, a 
second grinning through his collar, and two more preparing to 
play at horses with the reins. It seemed a strange mode 
enough that he took to secure the harness, by hanging it, collar 
and all, on his own back and shoulders ; but by an aside to me, 
he explained the mystery, in a grumble, 

" It be no use in the world. I see the charrot set off for 
Lonnon. I shan't go complimm^ing no Grove. J'se hang 
about a bit at the George, and compliinai^ a pint o' beer." 

Away he went, intending, no doubt, to be fuUy as good as 
his word : and I found the time grow tedious in his absence. I 
had almost made up my mind to follow his example, when hope 
revived at the sound of wheels , and up came a tax-cart cany- 
ing four insides, namely, two well-grown porkers, Master 
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Bardell the pig-butcher, and his foreman Samuel Slark, or, as he 
was more commonly called, Sam the Sticker, They were both a 
trifle " the worse for liquor," if such a phrase might honestly be 
applied to men who were only a little more courageous, more 
generous, and civil and obliging to the fair sex, than their wont 
when perfectly sober. The Sticker, especially — in his most 
temperate moments a perfect sky-blue-bodied, red-faced, bowing 
and smirking pattern of politeness to females, was now, under 
the influence of good ale, a very Sir Calidore, ready to comfort 
and succour distressed damsels, to fight for them, live or die for 
them, with as much of the chivalrous spirit as remains in our 
times. They inquired, and I explained in a few words the lady's 
dilemma, taking care to forewarn them, by relating the issue of 
my own attempts in her behalf. 

" Mayhap you warn't half purlite or pressing enough," ob- 
served Sam, with a side wink at his master. " It an't a bit of 
a scrape, and a civil word, as will get a strange lady up into a 
strange gemman's gig. It wants warinth-like, and making on 
her fed at home. Only let me alone with her, for a persuader, 
and I'll have her up in our cart — my master's that is to say — 
afore you can see whether she has feet or hoofs." 

In a moment the speaker was at the carriage-door, stroking 
down his sleek forelocks, bowing, and using his utmost eloquence, 
even to the repeating most of his arguments twice over. She 
would be perfectly safe, he told her, sitting up between him and 
master, and quite pleasant, for the pigs would keep themselves 
to themselves at the back of the cart, and as for the horse, he 
was nothing but a good one, equal to twelve mile an hour — 
with much more to the same purpose. It was quite unnecessary 
for Miss Norman to say she had never ridden in a cart with two 
pigs and two butchers ; and she did not say it. She merely 
turned away her head from the roan, to be addressed by the 
master, at the other window, the glass of which she had just let 



down for s little air. " A taxed cart, Ibdam," ho udd, 
" mayn't be exactly the wehlde, accnitomed to, and lo forth ; 
bnt thereby, conaidering reapective lanka of life, why, the more 
honour done to your humbles, which, aa I said afora, will take 
erery care, and obaerre the leapectful ; likewiae in diatandng 
the two hoga. Whereby, every thing considered, namely, 
neoesdty and ao forth, I will make ao bold aa hope, MaHam, 
excusing mart pressing, and the like, and dropping ceremony 
for the time being, you will embrace us at once, as yon shall be 
most heartily welcome to, and be considered, by your humblca, 
as a laToar beaides. 




^le sudden drawing np of the window, so violently as to 
shiver the glass, showed lofficiently in what light Hisa Noiman 
viewed Master Bardell's behavionr. It was an unlucky smash, 
for it afforded what the tradeaman would have called " aa ad- 
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Tantageous opening" for pouring in afresh stream of eloqaenoa; 
and the Sticker, who shrewdly estimated the oon?enienoe of the 
breach, came round the back of the carriage, and as junior 
counsel " followed on the same side." But he took nothing bj 
the motion. The lady was invincible, or, as the discomfited pair 
mutually agreed, " as hard for to be conmnced into a cart, as any 
thing on four legs." The blackberry boys had departed, the 
evening began to close in, and no Humphrey made his appearance. 
The butcher's horse was on the fret, and his swine grumbled at 
the delay. The master and man fell into consultation, and 
favoured me afterwards with the result, the Sticker bong the 
orator. It was man's duty, he said, to look after women, pretty 
or ugly, young or old ; it was what we all came into the world 
to do, namely, to make ourselves comfortable and agreeable to 
the fair sex. As for himself, purtecting females was his nature, 
and he should never lie easy agin, if so be he left the lady on 
the road ; and providing a female wouldn't be purtected with 
her own free will, she ought to be forced to, like any other 'live 
beast unsensible of its own good. Them was his sentiments, and 
his master followed 'em up. They knowed Miss Norman, name 
and fame, and was both well-known respectable men in their 
lines, and I might ax about for their characters. Whereby, 
supposing I approved, they'd have her, right and tight, in their 
cart, afore she felt herself respectfully off her legs. 

Such were the arguments and the plan of the bull-headed pair. 
I attempted to reason with them, but my consent had clearly 
been only asked as a compliment. The lady herself hastened the 
catastrophe. Whether she had overheard the debate, or the 
amount of long pent-up emotion became too overwhelming for 
its barriers, I know not, but Pride gave way to Nature, and a 
short hysteric scream proceeded from the carriage. Miaa 
Norman was in fits 1 We contrived to get her seated on the step 
of the vehicle, where the butchers supported her, fanning her 
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with their hats, whilst I na off to & little pool near at hand for 
aome cold water. It wu the errand only of aome fonx or fire 
minntea, but when I returned, the lady, only half conaciouB, had 
been caught iq), and there she sate, in the cart, right and tight, 
between the two butohera, inatead of the two Salragea, or 
Griffina, or whatever they were, her hereditary anpportera. They 
were alrea^ on the moTG. I jumped into my own gig, and put 
my hrarae to his apeed ; but I had lost my atart, and when I 

came up with them, they were already galloping into W . 

Unfortunately her reeidence was at the further end of the town, 
and thither I aaw her conveyed, atru^ling in the bright blue, 
and aomewhat greasy, arms of Sam the Sticker, acreaming in 
concert with the two awine, and answered by the ahouta of the 
whole labbJement of the place, who knew Miaa Norman quite aa 
well, by sight, sa " her own carriage I " 




I CAiniOT BEAS i. ODH. 

Tet at a iiint from Miyor Plint, 

Her Terr bands she rubs. 
And qoicUy drest in all hex best. 

Is off to Wormwood Scrubba. 
The whole review ahe aits it through. 

With Doiae enough to stun. 
And never winks, or even thinks, 

" I cannot bear a gnu I " 




She thus may blind the Uajoi's mind 

In mock-heroic strife. 
But let a bout at war break out. 

And where's the soldier's wife, 
To lake his kit and march a bit 

Beneath a broiling sun F 
Or will she C17, " My dear, good-bye, 

I cannot bear a gun P " >*" 
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If tliTiB she doate on anny ooots, 

And regimental ooffs, 
The yeomaniy might surely be 

Secure from her reboflfs ; 
But when I don my trappings on. 

To follow Captain Dunn, 
My carbine's gleam provokes a scream, 

" I cannot bear a gun." 

It can't be minced, I'm quite oonTinced, 

All girls are full of flam, 
Their feelings fine, and feminine, 

Are nothing else but sham ; 
On all their tricks I need not fix, 

I'll only mention one, 
How many a Miss will tell you this, 

" I cannot bear a gun I " 



TRIMMER'S EXERCISE, 

FOR THE USE OF CHILDREN. 



Here, come, Master Timothy Todd, 
Before we haye done you'll look grimmer, 

Tou'ye been spelling some time for the rod. 
And your jacket shall know I'm a Trimmer. 

Ton don't know your A from your B, 
So backward you are in your Primer; 

Don't kneel — ^you shall go on m^ knee. 
For m haye you to know I'm a Trimmer. 

This morning you hinder'd the cook. 

By melting your dumps in the skimmer ; 

Instead of attending your book, — 

But 111 haye^|0Q to know Pm a IMmmer. 
yoL. n. 17 
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To-day, too, you went to the pond, 

And battled, though you Are not a Bwinnner : 
And with paienta bo doting and fond — 

But I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 

Afl«T dinner pn went to the wine. 

And help'd younelt— yea, to a brimmer; 

Ton couldn't walk straight in a line. 

But I'll make you to know I'm a Trimmer. 




fou kick little Tomkina about, 
Because he is slighter and alimmer ; 

Are the weak to be thump'd by the slont? 
But I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 

Then you hare a sly pilfering trick, 

Yonr school-fellows call you the nimmer, — 

I will cut to the bone if you lack ! 
For I'll have yon to know ite a IVimmer. 
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To-day yoa made game at my back : 
You think that my eyes are grown dimmer, 

But I watch'd you, I've got a sly knack ! 
And I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 

Don't think that my temper is hot, 
It's never beyond a slow simmer ; 

I'll teach you to call me Dame Trot, 
But I'll have you to know Fm a Trimmer. 

Miss Edgeworth, or Mrs. Chapone, 
Might melt to behold your tears glimmer ; 

^Irs. Barbauld would let you alone. 

But I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 
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LXITLB JACK AVB HIS TUinaB. 



SOME ACCOUNT OF WILLUM WHISTON. 



**That bo7 is the brother of 



" William certainly « fond of whist I " 

This was an admission drawn, or extracted, as Cartwright 

would say, like a double tooth from the mouth of William's 

mother; an amiable anil excellent lady, who ever reluctantly 
17—2 
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GonfeiMd foibles in her familj, and inTuiablf endeftTOund to 
exiiibit to the world the ■imny side of W duldreii. 

There can be no poraibiHty of donbt that William «« toai of 
wbist. He dot«d on it. Whiat waa Ids first passion — his first 
lore ; and in wbist he experienced no disappointment. The two 
were made for each other. 




William was one of a laifre bnnch of children, and he neve; 
grew up. On his seventh birthday a relation gave him a minia- 
ture pack of cards, and made him a whist-player for lite. Our 
bias dates much earlier than some natural philosophers suppose. 
I remember William, a mere child, being one day William of 
Orange, and objecting to a St. Michael's because it had no pips. 

At school he was a total failure ( except in reckoning the odd 
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tricks. He counted nothing by honours, and the schoolmaster 
said of his head what he has since said occasionally of his hand 
that '< it held literally nothing." 

At sixteen, after a long maternal debate between the black 
and red suits, William was articled to an attorney : but instead 
of becoming a respectable land-shark, he played double-dummy 
with the Common-Law Clerk, and was discharged on the 6th of 
November. The principal remonstrated with him on a breach 
of duty, and William imprudently answered that he was aware 
of his duty, like the ace of spades. Mr. Bitem immediately 
banged the door against him, and William, for the first time in 
his life — to use his own expression, '* got a slam." 

William having served his time, and, as he calls it, followed suit 
for five years, was admitted as an attorney, and began to play at 
that finessing game, the Law. Short-hand he still studied and 
practised ; though more in parlours than in court. 

William at one period admired Miss Hunt, or Miss Creswick, 
or Miss Hardy, or Miss Eeynolds; a daughter of one of the 
great card-makers, I forget which — and he cut for partners, but 
without " getting the Lady." His own explanation was that he 
" 1008 discarded" He then paid his addresses to a Scotch girl, 
a Miss MacNab, but she professed religious scruples about cards, 
and he revoked, I have heard it said that she expected to match 
higher ; indeed William used to say she " looked over his hand." 

William is short, and likes shorts. He likes nothing of Umgt^ 
but the St. John of them : and he only takes to him, because 
that saint is partial to a rubber. Whist seems to influence his 
&ce as well as well as form ; it is like a knave of clubs. I some- 
times fancy whist could not go on without William, and cer- 
tainly William could not go on without whist. His whole con- 
versation, except on cards, is wool-gathering; and on that 
subject is like wool — carded. He " speaks by the card," and 
never gives equivocation a chance. At the Olympic onoe 
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Ii0 bad a quairel with a gentleman about iM$ Imi at "Uf^hmf 
Yestrieor Mim Sydnej: be waa xeqidnd to gfane biaeBid»aiid 
be gaye the "Deuee of Hearta." Tbia waa wbat ba tenied 
" calling out." 

Of late yean William onlj goea out like a bad nuUjgbt^ 
eailyiab of anigbt, and quits eveiy table tbat is not ooreied with 
green baise with absolute di^pst. The fidriea lore hy m^ to 
** gambol on the gren^** and ao doea WilUaoi. and be is eon* 
atantly humming with great gusto, 

**Oome onto thaie ]rellow MDdi| 

The only rerses, by the way, he ever got by heart He iwfw 
oaied to play much with the Muses. Tbey stick, ba uaed to 
say, aiNine. 

William can sit longer — drink less — say as little — ^pay or n- 
cdve as much — shuffle as well — and cut as deeply as ai^ man 
on earth. You may leave him safely after dinner, and catdi Um 
at breakftat time without alteration of attitude or look. He is 
a small statue erected in honour of wlust, and Uke Eloqoeiioe^ 
" holds his hand well up." He is content to ring the diangea 
on thirteen cards a long Midsummer night ; for he does mAfiU^ 
at cards — he work9 at them, and considering the returns, for TCiy 
low wages. William nerer was particularly lucky ; but be beara 
the twos and threes with as much equanimity as any one, and 
seems, horticulturaUy speaking, to have grafted Patience upon 
Wlust. I do not know whether it is the family motto, but be 
has upon his seal — with the great Mogul for a crest — the iflh 
scription of '< Packs in BeUo." 

William is now getting old (nearly fifty-two), with an asth- 
ma; which he says makes him rather " weak in trumps." He 
is preparing himself accordingly to " take down his sooie^" and 
has made his will, bequeathing all he has or has not, to a whist 
dub. His funeral he directs to be quite private, and hia gx«fa« 
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■tonB a plain one, and especially " ttiat tlieie be so cherubima 
carred thereoa, foraBmuch," — Baya thia cbaractetistic dooumeat, 
"that they never hold Eononie." 



rv-^ 




THE POX AMD THE HBN. 

A FABLS. 



Spoking within ompau, *i to '•'"'""""tT I preftr Souihcali to Northcola. 



Onz day, oi night, no matter where or when. 

Sly Beynard, like a foot-pad, laid hia pad 
Ei);ht on the body of a speckled Hen, 
Determined upon taking all she had ; 
And like a ve;^ bibber at his bottle, 
B^an to draw the claret from her throttle ; 
Of course it put her in a pretty pucker. 
And with a scream as high 
As she could aj. 
She called for help— ehe had enough of aucker. 

Dame Fartlet'a scream 
Waked, luckily, the hoose-dog bom. his dieam. 
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And mth a (avage growl 

In answer to the fowl. 
He bounded fortli againit the prowling sini 
And, uninvited, came to the Fox Dinner. 




Sly Beyiiard, heedful of the coming doom. 

Thought, Betf-deceived, 

He should not be perceived, 
Hiding his h^vti within a neighbouring broom; 
But quite unconscious of a Poacher's snare. 

And caught in copper noose. 

And looking like a goose, 
Found that his fate " had hung upon a kare ; " 
His tricks and turns were rendered of no use to him. 
And, worst of all, he saw old surly Tray 

Cktming to play 

Tray-Deuce with him. 
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Tray, an old Mastiff bred at Dunstable, 
Under his Master, a most special constable. 
Instead of killing Beynard in a fiiry, 
Seized him for legal trial by a Jury ; 
But Juries — JBsop was a sheriff then — 
Consisted of twelve Brutes and not of Men. 

But first the Elephant sat on the body — 

I mean the Hen — and proved that she was dead, 

To the veriest fool's head 

Of the Booby and the Noddy. 

Accordingly, the Stork brought in a bill 

Quite true enough to kill ; 
And then the Owl was call'd — ^for mark, 
The Owl can witness in the dark. 
To make the evidence more plain, 
The Lynx connected all the chain. 
In short there was no quirk or quibble 
At which a legal Bat could nibble ; 
The Culprit was as far beyond hope's bounds. 
As if the Jury had been packed — of hounds. 

Beynard, however, at the utmost nick. 
Is seldom quite devoid of shift and trick ; 

Accordingly our cunning Fox, 
Through certain influence, obscurely channerd, 
A friendly Camel got into the box. 
When 'gainst his life the Jury was impanel'd. 

Now, in the Silly Isles such is the law, 

If Jurors should withdraw. 
They are to have no eating and no drinking. 
Till all are starved into one way of thinking. 
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That Heynard's Juron, who eonld not agree, 
Were lock'd up atrictly, without bit or mummock. 
Till eveiy beait that only had one BtonuM^ 
Bent to the Camel who was bint with tine. 

To do them justice, thej debated 
From roui tilt ten, while dinner waited 
When thint and hunKer got the upper. 
And each inclined to mercy, and hot sapper : 
" Not guilty " wag the word, and Master Fox 
Was &eed to murder other hens and cocks. 



What moral greets us by tbia tale' 
But that the Solon is a soriy Solon, 

Who makes the full etop of a Man' 
Depend upon a Colon f 
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THE COMET. 

AN A8TB0N0HICAL ANECDOTB. 



** I cannot fill np a blank better than with a short history of this self « 
lame ^Storling.** — SrsBirB's Skntimjottal Joubnbt. 



Amongst professon of astronomy. 
Adepts in the celestial economy, 

The name of H*»*»»**rs yery often dted. 
And justly so, for he is hand and glove 
With ev'ry bright intelligence above ; 
Indeed, it was his custom so to stop. 
Watching the stars upon the house's top. 

That once upon a time he got be-km'ghted. 

In his observatory thus coquetting 

With Venus — or with Juno gone astray. 
All sublunary matters quite forgetting 
In his flirtations with the winking stars. 
Acting the spy — ^it might be upon Mars — 

A new Andrd ; 
Or, like a Tom of Coventry, sly peeping, 
At Dian sleeping ; 
Or ogling thro' his glass 
Some heavenly lass 
Tripping with pails along the Milky Way ; 
Or looking at that Wain of Charles the Mar^fis : — 

Thus he was sitting, watchman of the sky. 
When lo I a something with a tail of flame 
Made him exclaim, 
" My stars ! " — ^he always putsHhat stress on wgr- 
" Mjf stars and garters ! " 



THBOOUT. 

" A oomet, inie as I'm alive I 
A noble ons as I sliould wish to mm ; 
It can't be Halley'a thoagh, tiat is not dne 

Till eighteen tbir^-fire. 
Magnificent [ — how fine hit Gery trail I 
Zounds I 'tis a pity, though he comea unsought — 
Unatk'd — unreclcon'd, — in no human thou^it — 

He ought — he ought — be ought 

To have beea caught 
With scientific salt upon his tul 1 " 




" I look'd no more for it, I do declare 

Than the Great Bear I 

As sure as Tycho Brahe is dead. 
It really enter'd in my head 

No more than Berenice's Hair I " 
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Thus musing, Heaven's Grrand Inquisitor 

Sat gazing on the uninvited visitor 

Till John, the serving-man, came to the upper 

Eegions, with '* Please your Honour, come to supper." 

" Supper 1 Good John, to-night I shall not sup 
Except on that phenomenon — ^look up I " 
" Not sup 1 " cried John, thinking with consternation 
That suppmg on a star must be «/arvation, 

Or ev'n to batten 
On Ignes Fatui would never fatten. 
His visage seem'd to say, — that very odd is, — 
But still his master the same tune ran on, 
" I can't come down, — go to the parlour, John, 
And say I'm supping with the heavenly bodies." 

" The heavenly bodies ! " echoed John, " Ahem I " 

His mind still full of famishing alarms, 

" 'Zooks, if your Honour sups with theniy 

In helping, somebody must make long arms I *' 

He thought his master's stomach was in danger. 

But still in the same tone replied the Knight, 

" Go down, John, go, I have no appetite; 
Say I'm engaged with a celestial stranger." — 
Quoth John, not much au fait in such affairs, 
" Wouldn't the stranger take a bit down stairs P " 

'' No," said the master, smiling, and no wonder. 

At such a blunder, 
" The stranger is not quite the thing you think, 
He wants no meat or drink. 
And one may doubt quite reasonably whether 

He has a mouth. 
Seeing his head and tail are joined together. 
Behold him, — there he is, John, in the SoutL" 
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John look'd up with hU portentoui ajm. 
Each rolling like a marble in iti aoclcet. 
At last the fieiy tad-pole spies. 
And, full of Vauxhall reminiscence, criea, 
" A rare good rocket 1 " 

*• A what I A rocket, John ! Far fifom it 1 
What you behold, John, is s comet ; 
One of those most eccentric things 

That in all ages 

Have puzzled sages 

And frighten'd kings ; 
With feai of change that flaming meteor, John, 
Perplexes soTereigns, throughout its range " — 

" Do he P " cried John ; 

" Well, let him flare on, 
7 hsTCn't got 110 soveri'igns (o change ! " 




LITERARY REMINISCENCEa 
No. III. 



Mr first acquaintance with the press — a memorable CTenl in 
an author's eTperienoe—took plnce in Scotland. Amongst the 
temporal; sojourners at our boarding-houae, there came a legal 
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antiquarian who had been sent for from Edinburgh, expressly 
to make some unprofitable researches amongst the mustiest of the 
civic records. It was my humour to think, that in Political as 
well as Domestic Economy, it must be better to sweep the 
Present than to dust the Past ; and certain new brooms were 
recommended to the Town Council in a quizzing letter, which 
the then editor of the Dundee Advertiser or Chronicle, thought 
fit to favour with a prominent place in his columns. " 'Tis 
pleasant sure," sings Lord Byron, " to see one's self in print," 
and according to the popular notion I ought to have been quite 
up in my stirrups, if not standing on the saddle, at thus seeing 
myself, for the first strange time, set up in type. Memory 
recals, however, but a very moderate share of exaltation, which 
was totally eclipsed, moreover, by the exuberant transports of 
an accessory before the fact, whom, methinks, I still see in my 
mind's eye, rushing out of the printing-office with the wet sheet 
steaming in his hand, and fluttering all along the High Street, 
to announce breathlessly that " we were in." But G. was an 
indififerent scholar, even in English, and therefore thought the 
more highly of this literary feat. It was this defective education, 
and the want of a proper vent for bis abundant love nonsense 
in prose or verse, that probably led to the wound he subsequently 
inflicted on his own throat, but which was luckily remedied by 
" a stitch in time." The failure of a tragedy is very apt to pro- 
duce something like a comedy, and few afterpieces have amused 

• 

me more than the behaviour of this Amicus Bedivivus, when, 
thus dramatising the saying of " cut and come again," he made 
what ought to have been a posthumous appearance amongst his 
friends. In fact, and he was ludicrously alive to it, he had 
placed himself for all his supplementary days in a false position. 
Like :the old man in the fable, after rormally calling upon Death 
to execute a general release, he had quietly resumed his fardel, 
which he bore about, with exactly the uneasy ridiculous air of a 







278 ^ LITEBABT BBMINISOIBNOBB. 

fine-would be gentleman, who is sensitiTelj conBcioas that lie is 
canying a bundle. For the sake of our natiye sentimentalirts 
who profess dying for love, as well as the foreign romanticista 
who afPect a love for dying, it may not be amiss to giye a slight 
sketch of the bearing of a traveller who had gone through half 
the journey. I had been absent some months, and was conse- 
quently ignorant of the a£fair, when lo 1 on my return to the 
town, the very first person who accosted me in the market-place 
was our felo-de-se ; and truly, no Bashful Man, " with all his 
blushing honours thick upon him," in the presence of a damp 
stranger, could have been more divertingly sheepish, and awk- 
wardly backward in coming forward as to manner and address. 
Indeed, something of the embarrassment of a fresh introduction 
might naturally be felt by an individual, thus beginning again, 
as the lawyers say, de novo, and renewing ties be had virtually 
cast off. The guilty hand was as dubiously extended to me as if 
it had been a dyer's, — its fellow meanwhile performing sundry 
involuntary motions and manipulations about his cravat, as if 
nervously mistrusting the correctness of the ties or the stability 
of a buckle. As for his face, there was a foolish, deprecatory 
smile upon it that would have puzzled the pencil of Willde ; and 
even Listen himself could scarcely have parodied the inde- 
scribable croak with which, conscious of an unlucky notoriety, 
he inquired " if 1 had heard " — here, a short husky cough — 
" of anything particular P " 

" Not a word," was the answer. 

" Then you don't know "( — more fidgeting about the neck, the 
smile rather sillier, the voice more guttural, and the cough worse 
than ever)— "then you don't know" — ^but, like Macbeth's 
amen, the confession literally stuck in the culprit's throat ; and 
I was left to learn, an horn auerwards, and from another source, 

at " Jemmy G • • • had fought a duel loUh himself^ and cut 
his own weazand, about a lady." 
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For mj own part, with the above figure, and all its foolish 
features yiyidly imprinted on my memory, I do not think that I 
could ever seriously attempt " what Cato did, and Addison ap- 
proved," in my own person. On the contrary, it seems to me 
that the English moralist gave but an Irish illustration of ** a 
brave man struggling with the storms of fate," by representing 
him as wilfully scuttling his own hold, and going at once to the 
bottom. As for the Censor, he plainly laid himself open to 
censure, when he used a naked sword as a stomachic— a vezy 
sorry way, by the way, when weary of conjectures, of eigoyiog 
the benefit of the doubt, and for which, were I tasked to select 
an inscription for his cenotaph, it should be the exclamation of 
Thisby, in the Midsummer Night's Dream — 

•♦ ThiB 18 old Ninny's tomb." 

McU8 revenoM d nos tnoutons, as the wolf said to her cubs. 
The reception of my letter in the Dublin Newspaper encouraged 
me to forward a contribution to the Dundee Magazine, the 
Editor of which was kind enough, as Winifred Jenkins says, to 
" wrap my bit of nonsense under his Honour's Kiver," without 
charging anything for its insertion. Here was success sufficient 
to turn a young author at once into ** a scribbling miller," and 
make him sell himself, body and soul, after the German fashion, 
to that minor Mephistopheles, the Printer's Devil! Never- 
theless, it was not till years afterwards, and the lapse of term 
equal to an ordinary apprenticeship, that the Imp in ques- 
tion became really my Familiar. In the meantime, I con- 
tinued to compose occasionally, and, like the literary perform- 
ances of Mr. Weller Senior, my lucabiations were generaUy 
committed to paper, not in what is oonmionly called written 
hand, but an imitation of print. Such a course hints suspiciously 
of type and antetype, and a longing eye to the Row, whereas, 
it was adopted simply to make the reading more easy, and thus 

VOL. II. 18 
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enable me the more readily to form a judgment of the eflfect of 
my little efforts. It is more difficult than may be supposed to 
decide on the yalue of a work in MS., and especially when the 
handwriting presents only a swell mob of bad characters, that 
must be severally examined and re-examined to arriye at the 
merits or demerits of the case. Print settles it, as Coleridge 
used to say ; and to be candid, I have more than once rerersed, 
or greatly modified a previous verdict, on seeing a rough proof 
from the press. But, as Editors too well know, it is next to 
impossible to retain the tune of a stanza, or the drift of an argu- 
ment, whilst the mind has to scramble through a patch of scribble 
scrabble, as stiff as a gorse cover. The beauties of the piece 
will as naturally appear to disadvantage through such a medium 
as the features of a pretty woman through a bad pane of glass ; 
and without doubt, many a tolerable article has been consigned 
hand over head to the Balaam Box for want of a fair copy. 
Wherefore, ye Poets and Prosers, who aspire to write in Mis- 
cellanies, and above all, O ye palpitating Untried, who meditate 
the offer of your maiden essays to established periodicals, take 
care, pray ye take care, to cultivate a good, plain, bold, round 
text. Set up Tomkins as well as Pope or Dryden for a model, 
and have an eye to your pothooks. Some persons hold that the 
best writers are those who write the best hands, and I have 
known the conductor of a magazine to be converted by a crabbed 
MS. to the same opinion. Of all things, therefore, be legible ; 
and to that end, practise in penmanship. K you have never 
learned, take six lessons of Mr. Carstairs. Be sure to buy the 
best paper, the best ink, the best pens, and then sit down and 
do the best you can ; as the schoolboys do — ^put out your tongue, 
and take pains. So shall ye haply escape the rash rejection of 
a jaded editor; so, having got in your hand, it is possible that 
your head may follow ; and so, ]ast not least, ye may fortunately 
avert those awful mistakes of the press which sometimes ruin 
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a poet's sublimest effusion, by pantomimically transforming his 
roses into noses, his angels into angles, and all his happiness 
into pappiness. 



THE OCEAN. 

CONSIDSBED FEB SB. 



** A man whom both the waters and the wind, in that vast tennif-oonxt 
have made the ball lor them to play upoo, entreats you pity him.** 



It was during a voyage to Margate, many summers ago— 
before steam was — ^that the little episode occurred which I am 
going to relate, by way of text, to some observations on the 
ocean. 

The importance of the Mariner's Compass to the sailor is as 
well known universally as the utility of the little one-eyed in- 
strument, for which Whitechapel is so famous, to the tailor : but 
its mode of action, and the manner of its application, must be 
far less generally understood. Whether the plougher of the deep 
mends his checked shirts with the Needle, or sews the canvas 
into sails with it, or uses it, after a battle, to extract the splinters 
from his hard tarry hand, are speculations likely enough to be 
entertained by the plougher of the land ; at least by those dod- 
compelling turners of the furrows, mid-county bom and bred, 
who, despite of their predilection for such naval ballads as Tom 
Bowling and Jack Junk, have never set their simple eyes on 
ship or sailor, or the sea which they subdue. To many 
Londoners even, who jostle the tar in the streets, and behold 
tier after tier of masted vessels from their lower Bridge, — who 
have perchance stood and stared at the Compass itself in some 
shop-window of Leadenhall, or the still more maritime Minories, 

the Card with its Card-isaX Points, is an undedphered hierogly- 
18—2 
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phic. It did not yiolently surprise me, therefore, to see a 
simple-looking creature of this latter class go and take a long 
wondering look into the binnacle, like a child peeping at the 
tortoise in an Italian's show-box ; and doubtless, to his callow 
apprehension, the veering Guide was as much a thing of life and 
instinct as the outlandish reptile to the urchin. It was not until 
after a tedious poring at it — long enough, if there were any truth 
in animal magnetism, for the Needle and the Man to have under- 
stood one another by mutual sympathy — ^that the wonderer 
made up to the steersman, and begged for an elucidation of the 
marine mystery. Fortunately for the querist, the helmsman, 
along with all the characteristic good-nature of his fraternity, 
had none of the coyness, as to the secrets of the craft, with which 
the ripe sailor is apt to treat the raw voyager ; perhaps not 
without cause. The nautical truths, masonic, may deserve to be 
obtained by degrees of probation : in the present case the un- 
reserved communication of occult knowledge led to anything but 
a satisfactory result. No one could take more pains — call them 
pleasures rather — than tlie honest man at the wheel, to explain 
the use and properties of the Compass : he boxed it again and 
again for the benefit of the gaping neophyte; a benevolent 
smile, and the twinkling of his blue eyes, declaring that he felt 
amply repaid by the supposed proficiency of his pupil, — when, 
all of a sudden, his well-earned pride was dashed to the deck by 
the pupil's turning away on his heel, with a hunch of his 
shoulders, a blank look, and a dissatisfied grunt, exclaiming, 

" Well, arter all, I don't see how the turning round of that 
•ere little needle can move about the rudder 1 " 

I should have been no Christian man, but a brute beast, had 
I not sympathised with the feelings of the steersman. Con- 
tempt took the lead. All " the dismal hiss of \miversal scorn/' 
ascribed to Milton's devils, seemed condensed into his whistle. 
Next came Eesentment, wishing back the Cockney-Tailor to his 
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shop-board, sitting on his own needle — and then came Pity, in- 
ducing the milder reflection, 

*' I wonder the poor gentleman's friends allows him to go 
about by himself I " 

I doubt whether the force of contempt and pity could further 
go: and yet— to confess a truth — shall I? — dare IP — say, that 
to the intense sea-ignorance which incurred the scorn, anger, 
and compassion of our Palinurus, I look back with Enyy P 

Methinks, every British Heart of Oak recoils, and every 
British head of the same material shakes itself, at such an 
avowal I Every lip that ever helped to chorus Rule Britannia, 
curls itself up — ^noses which never sniffed sea-weed tacitly snub 
me,— eyes which never glimpsed the ocean avert themselves in 
disgust. I am bespattered with salt-water oaths and tobacco- 
juice. The Thames Yacht Clubs, on the strength of having 
learned to bellow " Elm a-lee I "— " Ard-hup ! " and " Oist- 
away I " agree to run me down. The very clerks of the Navy 
Pay Office propose to seize me up to the dingy fresh-water 
Neptune in their fore-court. Captain Basil Hall swears, on his 
best anchor-button, to keel-haul me daily, for six months, in 
" the element which never tires." The last of the Dibdins asks 
for my card. Campbell flares up with the ** Meteor Elag of 
England," and vows to knock me down with its staff; — nay, 
our Sailor King himself repudiates me, as a subject, for not re- 
lishing his Hiffh Seas I 

It can't be helped. When one is confessing, there is no place 
under the sun like the Ocean for *' making a dean breast of it: " 
— and am not I here staggering and tumbling — soberly tipsy — 
aboard a lubberly Dutch-built hull, becalmed in a heavy swell 
— dreaming, when I can sleep, that I am a barrel-chum, re- 
volving with my inside full of half-turned cream or incipient 
butter ; — and finding, when I awake, that dreams do not go so 
altogether by contraries? 



If tlds popeteal waodaa Ud, tke cngo of dbeem we 
•hqipsd u Dordmbt, flat as ang^ Glo'sten, will be ddifend 
IB London f pherial na boiria ! Hie Jung Yioinr bead^ be- 
kxe abe len^ea tbe Nore, wiQ be a waddng-tob 1 I bare 
donbta wbetbfr tbe aalt bed, prodnoed at tbia day'a bmdieon, 
wma, originaDj, a round. Tbe leatbem conTenienejr tbat I 
broogbt aboard, a fair and aqnaie trunk, is afaeadj abnoat a 
ppTtmanifao ; — and, wbat is wone, ereiy aereral mond I bare 
awaUowed tbis blessed day wiUioiit bliss, seems rolling itsdf 
into a bdbs or a pill, — wbetber of opium or ipecacnanba, I 
leaye yon to divine. If the calm should continue, I may become 
— ^wbo knows ? — a Ball myself — a Master Biffin 1 Eyeiy half* 
hour, on feeling my knees and elbows, I find joints by this 
friction losing some of their asperities, and getting obtoser. A 
little more, and I shan't have a good point about me ! 

Is such as this a season to be squeamishly retentive in de- 
livering one's sentiments? Or, rather, is not open candour 
inevitable ; seeing that you cannot have any reserve even with 
the merest stranger ? It is impossible to keep your feelings to 
yourself. In spite, then, of Britannia, the Yacht Club, the 
Navy Pay,— of Dibdin, Campbell, and Basil Hall, — of the 
Lords of the Admiralty, with Portsmouth, Devonport, and 
Gosport, to boot — in spite of the Royal William, nay, in spite 
of my very self, the truth will out 1 — not sneaking out, or step- 
ping out, or backing out, but bolting out, in a plain unequivocal 
straightforward style. I do envy the simple man, with his sheer 
ignorance about rudders and compasses. * I do detest and 
abominate the ocean — or to phrase it more mildly — ^the sea and 
I cannot agree with each other — there is sure to be falling-out 
between us — we can never be bosom friends. 

The Marine Society must despise me for it; my Elder 
Brethren of the Trinity House will long to dispose of me aa 
Joseph was made awa^ »UA by kis elder Brethren ; Boatswain 
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Smitk will preach, write Tracts and distribute them, againat 
ine : the Greenwich Pensioners will bind themselvea by a round 
Tobin to kick me with me with their knottiest legs ; Long Tom 
Coffin himself will be for fetching me, with a shroud in one 
hand, and a dead-light in the other; but I cannot eat mjr wcsda. 
It is no time, whea you cannot keep your legs, to " stand 
bandying compliments with your soreieign," that is, Neptone. 
If he were present at this moment, in this cabin, I wonld tell 




him, hom this my seat on its floor, that he might very muco 
improve his paternal estate, to wit, by levelling, and still more 
by draining it, I would flatly say to him, lying flat on my face 
as it now happens, that a few little gravel walks, merely across 
and across it, would be of rare advantage both for show and 
nse. For 'tis a sorry pleasure-garden that is all fish-pond ; and, 
finally, I wonld broadly hint to him, &om the broad of my 

back, as I am at this preaent But thia ia bnllying Taonu 

behind his back. There u no sea-god present, only the Skipper. 
How he skips in snch weather, give him his pick of all the 
ropet in the ship, is k miracle I wouU bin see ere I beUna En 
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it. For my own part I cannot even step deliberately ofer a 
thread. Perhaps, without going too curiooaly into the Doctrine 
of Predestination, as regards the soul, it may hold good as con- 
cerns the body. Undoubtedly there be some men bom to sit 
fast upon horses ; others to fall off therefrom as if th^ had 
soaped saddles. Some to slide and skate upon the ice ; othen 
only to slip, straddle, and sprawl upon it. Some to walk, or at 
least waddle, on ships' decks ; others to flop, flounder, 'wallow, 
and grovel thereon. That is my destiny. None can be more 
safe on the Serpentine, or sure in the saddle; — but Fate, long be- 
fore my great-great-great-grandfather was put to his feet, forbade 
me sea-legs. An average pedestrian on land, on the caulked 
plank I am a bom cripple, hopeless of cure. Put me apprentice 
to the Goodwin, or the Dudgeon Light, at the end of n^ term 
you shall find me as unsafe on my soles as when I first paid 
my footing. Even now, whilst Hans Vandergroot and Ids crew 
are comfortably promenading, I rock and totter, balancing one 
end against the other, like a great rickety babe, until, after 
some posturing and scrambling, I trip up over nothing, and fall 
flat on everything. An earthquake in London, when its streets 
are what is called greasy, could not more puzzle my centre of 
gravity ; if, indeed, I was not born a mathematical monster, 
devoid of that material point I 

By way of clincher, Fate, who never does things by halves, 
whilst foredooming me incapable of standing my ground at sea, 
has also denied me the power of settling it. A camp-stool is 
sure to decamp with me ; a chair, as if it stood on Siberian ice, 
suddenly throws itself on its back, and behold me in an ex- 
tempore sledge I Barrels roll from under me; coils of rope 
shuffle me off. Even on the plain bare hard deck, or cabin floor, 
I throw demi-summersets, as if I had been returned to Parlia- 
ment to represent the Antipodes by sitting on the back of my head. 

To complete the Sea Curse, — there are three Fates, and each 
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had a boon for me at my birth — ^it was ordained that, like the 
great Nelson, I should never sail from firesh water into salt, 
without knowing it by a general rising and commotion, which 
might be called figuratively, a Mutiny at the Nore. 

Like the standing and sitting infirmity, it is incurable. On 
my voyage outwards I tried every popular recipe; the hard 
ones first, to wit, raw carrots, raw onions, sailors' biscuit with 
Dutch cheese, hard-boiled eggs, hard dumplings, raw stockfish. 
Next the easy ones: namely, cream cheese, Welsh rabbits, 
maccaroni, very hasty pudding, and insupportable soup. Then 
the neutrals: such as chewed blotting-paper, dry oatmeal, 
pounded egg-shells, scraped chalk, and unbaked dough. 

To wash these down, I took, by prescription, tea without 
milk, co£fee without sugar, bark without wine, water without 
brandy ; and these formulae all faib'ng, I then tried them, as 
witches pray, backwards ; brandy without water, wine without 
bark, and so forth. The experimental combinations followed ; 
rum and milk, and mustard ; eggs and wine, and camomile tea ; 
gin and beer, and vinegar; sea- water and salad-oil, mulled,- with 
sugar and nutmeg. Of which last, I drank by advice most 
prodigiously, the Doctors of the Marine College dispensing 
always on the Homceopathic principle, that a large dose of any- 
thing, whereof a little would set you wrong on the land, will set 
you right on the sea. 

I need hardly say that, with my predisposed necenUaritm 
viscera, all these infallible remedies failed of any effect, except 
to aggravate my case. Nothing short of liquid lead, maybe, or 
potable plaster of Paris, would have proved a settler. 

Happy the man who hath never been driven in his despair to 
test, detest, invoke, evoke, swallow, and unswallow, such 
drugs and draughts of the naval Pharmacopoeia ! Thrice happy 
civic simpleton who hath never learned how the rudder revolveth, 
at the risk of tumimg round himself 1 
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Yandergroot is visibly in course of transformatioii. At eveiy 
yisit to the cabin be looks more and more like a Dutch-pin. He 
talks to me roundly, and gets blunter and blunter 1 The last 
time I felt, I had no small to my back. If I may guess at my 
own figure, it is now about an oval. I must look like one of 
Leda's babies, just emerged, with their insignificant buds of legs 
and arms, from the egg ! From an oval to a circle is but a 
step. Heaven help me when I get landed, round and sound, as 
they say of cherries I How shall I get home — ^how get up— 
(there will be a short way down) — mine own stairs P How shall 
I sit P Instead of my old library chair, I must borrow its three- 
legged stool of the terrestrial globe I 

Either my head swims, or the cabin is getting circular I I 
shall roll about in it like a bolus in its box I If I am not merely 
giddy, I am already as spherical aa the earth ; a little flatted, or 
so, that is, towards the poles. What a horrible rough calm ! I 
will down on my knees, if I have knees, and with clasped hands, 
if hands remain to me, pray, beg, and supplicate for a dismal 
storm to batter me into shape again, though it be but nine- 
bobble-square I 

I get more and more candid and communicative every moment. 
I can keep nothing to myself : you shall have my whole heart. 
I abhor, loathe, execrate, the sea ! HI could throw up my hat, 
my cry would be " Land for ever 1 " A fico for Tom Tough ! 
Down with Duncan Howe, and Jervis ! No Dibdin 1 

If ever I get ashore, able to chalk upon a wall, you shall read 
— Ask for Stoke Pogis ! Try Lupton Parva I If ever I get to a 
dry desk again, to write verse upon, — and the poetry of the 
ocean is all on the land, its prose only upon the sea, you shall 
have a rare new melody, published by Power, to some such 
strain as this : — 

The sea I the D 1 

The terrible horrible tea 1 
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llie stormy, tumbling, 

Qnalmy-j umbling, 

Spirit-humbling, 

Shingle-stambli ng. 

Sea-weed fumbtiug, 

Weariog, cnimbliiig. 

Mischief- mumbling. 

Growling, grumbling, 
Like thunder fai off mmbling— — 
That lut line halteth in ita feet, aa well it may, when the poet 
cannot keep hia U^. Oh I it is well for Corawall, bom per- 




chance " with one foot on tea and one foot on shore " at the 
Land's End, — I have Men a picture of it b; Tuner, a bare 
ble^ (ocky promontoiy, with some nineteen golla and connor- 
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ants sitting thereon, each with its tail tamed oontemptuoosly to- 
wards the barren granite, feldspar, and like sordid soils which 
there represent land. — It is well enough for him to chaunt lauda* 
lions of the briny element, and ciy up those amphibia, his first 
cousins almost, the Nereids and Tritons. Or it may become 
those others, bom in a berth, and christened in brine, with Nep- 
tune for sponsor, to sing slightingly of the dry ground, on which 
they cannot claim even a parish. But my natiyity was otherwise 
cast — I am a grass lamb, yeaned on the green sward — oh sweet 
sweet sweet Cropton-le-Moor, down in dear dear Wiltshire 1 

That pastoral reminiscence hath made me worse. It has given 
me an appetite — for acres. Methinks I yeam and long and 
crave for nice clay, delicious mould, and crisp pebbles, in a par- 
oxysm of that strange bulimy that attacks the African Dirt 
Eater. Something of Nebuchadnezzar's grazing propensity 
comes along with it. Gracious Heaven I can it be possible that, 
after having been battered and shaken out of all shape, — a mere 
mass of living flesh, like the unlicked ursine cub, — this same 
Ciroean Jung Vrouw has taken it into her figure-head to beat, 
bang, bump, and rumbledy-thump me into another form, a horse, 
a ram, or a brindled bull I 

Thrice bmte and beast-hysena I Were- wolf 1 Dragon I homed 
Devil I that thou wast, my Land-steward, Peter Stuckey I after 
counselling me before thy last audit to abate my rents, to volun- 
teer to reduce them thyself by absconding, across sea, with the 
whole receipt 1 Thrice Soland goose, booby, noddy, sea-calf, 
land-donkey, and loggerhead turtle was I, thus impoverished, 
instead of economising, to pursue thee on an element where I 
cannot control my out-goings I 

Donner and Blitzenl what a crash! my rash prayer was 
heard: there is a storm coming — as the Powers proposed to 
storm Anglers in King John's days — from all the four quarters 
at once ! I must needs turn in : but how vilely this bed is made 
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witli tlie foot two yards Higher than the head ! No, the head is 
highest — ^perpendicular. I designed to lie down, and here I am 
standing bolt erect on my heels — ^no, on my head. It must be 
getting cold : the very trunks, stools and tables are making a 
move towards the stove — nay, now we are in some sudden peril, 
for they are all doing their best to rush up the cabin-stair. Whew 
— that sea last shipped must needs have put all the Dutchmen's 
pipes out. Another plunge; and a flood of brine soaks me 
through, shirt, sheet, and blankets. There is no washing put 
out here, I perceive ; 'tis all done at home. What a complex, 
chaotic motion, — ^the ship tosses and flings like a wild desert- 
bom horse, that is tiying to rear, kick up behind, turn round 
and round, and roll on his back at one and the same moment. 
This is no Dutch ship, but a Dutch fair — ^with the drums, 
gongs, speaking-trumpets, and other discords, all braying to- 
gether; and I am on the rocking-horse, the round-about, in the 
up-and-down, and each of the swings, all at once 1 Another 
crash I The Jung Yrouw is bereaved of her little one, alias 
the long-boat. How kind of Yandergroot to come down to tell 
me of it, direct through the sky-light, instead of going round by 
the stair I How kind of that table, lying on its back, to catch 
him in its legs ! Angels of grace be near us I He tells me, as 
he sways up and down, partly in High, partly in Low Dutch, 
that the Jung Vrouw herself is washed overboard I But no— 
I misconstrued him. 'Tis only her great ruddy staring fig^ure-head 
— which the blundering Holland shipwrights had stuck astern, 
on the crown of the tiller — that is gone adrift. Oh how I wish 
from my soul of souk that I could see the Commodore of the 
Thames Yachts now pulling, within hail, in the Wenus I Or, 
the last Dibdin taking a chair-— or the chair taking him — ^in this 
cabin ! Or, Campbell essaying to write down a new sea-song 
on yon topsy-turvy table ! And oh I to behold the author of 
^Tha deep deep Sea" sitting on the poop, sioging to that 
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flortiag TooBg Wc^hb'i head md but, tahn by miatake lor 'a 

Aaot^ikMd. Ffaia PietBtuci^ in htwing Oe lead, hath 
iAwiBdhiBKtfiBalans«itk)i1 I do not wcaida ; he hesTeth 
aflii iiij iiaii Twdikn. hj rinirniV Hare I not wilhin the latt 
twakian ngected, duLhugu^and ntto^ cast from me in dis- 
gMt, the whde ocean, n^ aD the ooeana, Goman, Atlantic^ 
hoio— the Aictiebit. it* Kilid cabtts, the next best things to 
Tens Rma, not ao nolentlf disngimng vith me as the rest. 
Amd do I not kntnr and fed that I an now about to gire np 
N^tnne, tarUent and all, with the wbok salUwater mjthologjf 
I wamot, en tai minatea to come, there shall not remain within 
me BO BBch as a sjran's mimv, or her tortoise-shell comb :— 
not one aotitaij Tdton will be left <» q^ attnnach. Sonw nn< 
aaTooiy odour aboat tbe cabin — mairelloiisly like the amdl of 
oiljMint — hath just giren mea new toni, bj coDJmiug op all 
the nana eo ua pictmea of marine alle^nes, which even on steadj 
dij land, need to slir and provoke mj spleen. 

OhI that thej were aU here, Piesideat, E.A.. and AJLA^ in 
a Btm^ dimlMiig after me np this perilous slippeiy stair, to the 
more periloDs slippet; deck, there to crawl on ail-foaia to the 
ship's aide, and dinging Uke cata or monkeys to the quarter 
boards, take a nembling peep at what Vandogroot calls " den 
wild lee I " What an awfiil sight ! The tempest-toat akj Is aa 
tnnbled aa the ocean : whilst betwixt the jagged baae of the low 
black cloud, and the still ja^eder crest of the sea, the red angry 
lightning reatleMl; darts to aad fro, as if in search of whater^ 
preanuung mortal dares fare between them ! Oh tell me, Hiata 
Elias Uirtin^if joa a'nt dead — is the tossing creit of yoaia 
mad black billow, that oomea racing after as, at all like the black 
WOTited &inge which jour brethren are apt to hang on the > Hy>t 
of their manne Arabians ? But huah, yonder cornea Neptune 
himself, in hit state-coach — aye, hats off — the wind hath taa^ 
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ye maimers. Lo I yonder he stands, — Pshaw I no, no, no, — 
Zounds I you are all gaping at honest ELans Yandergroot. Look 
to starboard — to the left hand 1 That's the gentleman, without 
his castor, nor indeed overwell togged otherwise for wet weather — 
with his beard lather'd but not shaved — standing up in an oyster- 
shell drag, and attempting, like a sorry whip as he is, to tool his 
team of bokiokers with a potato-fork. Did you ever see four 
such unbroke brutes as he hath to keep together — ^neither reined- 
up, nor down, nor indeed, any ribbons to hold at all — and as I 
would have laid a pony to nothing, there they go, no pace at all, 
cause why P they are just come to some invisible sea obelisk, and 
each horse is for going down a road of his own. Did you ever 
set eyes on such action P No stepping out — ^but all pawing and 
prancing and putting their feet down again where they picked 
them up, like Duerow's dancing stud ; as sure as I'm a judge, 
they have all got the string-halt in their fore-legs, because 
they can't have it in their hinder ones 1 You may swear safely 
that they have four bad colds besides, and look what a rabble of 
naked postillions are hanging on by their manes, because they 
have no saddles, and if tbey had, they would never be able to 
sit in them with those salmon tails I Between ourselves, Elias, 
'tis no great shakes of a show ; the Lord Mayor's pageant on 
the water beats it all to sticks ; and if you make a picture of it, 
you will be a fool fbr your pains. Yet have I seen paintings by 
first-rate hands as like to this same trumpery Sadlers' Wells 

water spectacle 

Murder 1 murder 1 Help ! help ! O Lordl A surgeon and a 
shutter, if there be such comfortable things in this unneighbourly 
neighbourhood. O I oh I oh ! oh I Woe is me 1 I am not — I am 
now certain and sure I am not a Balll I have limbs and 
members! legs and arms! like other people's, only they're 
broke ; and a very distinct back. My head 1 Oh ! my head, my 
head ; there are nine lumps thereon, and there are nine cabin stairs. 
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^e real Sea-Klng, in reflentment, I mppoie, of n^ un- 
timely caricature of him and his state-coach, after ipitting mob 
galloDa of foam in my face, Icnocked me flat mtk a wav^ and 
then locked me down atain ; and here I am again tiTing to 
anoint my bniisea with trunlu, and bind them np with rtoob 
and tablet, on the bari-hearted oak planks of the cabin-floor. 
Yet ia it easier with me than I first feared. Uy lega m not 
broken but merely bent. I am only bandy and not lame fbr Utej 
but my sea-sickneBB ia not cured. Am I likly to pnt np, better 
or worse, think you, with Neptune and his latallitea, for thit 
unhandsome naage ? 




ITie Jnng Vrouw, meanwhile, ia aa giddy aa ever, nay, worse, 
ten times told. She hath taken a tinge of high-flying, deep- 
diving, German BomanUciam into her wooden head, and is tij- 
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ing, plunge after plunge, to drown herself, and to make me com- 
mit wilM suicide along with her, whether I will or not. After 
that, there is no hope ; but oh ! yet oh, my Fates, let me die 
upon land. I have a horror of shipboard ! The idea of sever- 
ing all ties in this cabin is trebly agonising. Why, the veiy 
table is tied to the floor, the candlestick to the table, the 
snuffers to the candlestick, the extinguisher to the snuffers I 
Only the burning candle is unattached, and there— there it 
jumps into bed ! No matter ; it could as soon set fire to the 
Thames. Anothef squall ! How she groans, creaks, squeaks, 
strains, grinds, and squeezes, like a huge walnut in Neptune's 
crackers ? Accursed Jung Yrouw ! thou wilt be the widowing of 
my poor dear old one ! Accursed Peter Stuckey, thou wilt be 
the murdering of my poor deaf old self I 

I know not, for a surety, by reason that everything about me 
is quaking and shaking, but I suspect I am trembling like an 
aspen. It is impossible to hear, in the midst of this universal 
hubbub, but methinks, I am wailing and weeping aloud. But 
one may as well make a manly exit. Like other men, in such 
sea extremities, I would fain betake me to the rum-eask; but 
either Hans Yandergroot sails on Temperance principles, or I 
have looked in the wrong place. I will try a stave or two 

instead. 

"* FnU iathom five— ** 

Alas ! it will not go down. I am too much out of sorts for 
even the " delicate Ariel.'* It was one thing for Shakspeaie, 
sailing, hugging the shore, never out of sight of land, on the 
safe serene coasts of Bohemia, to compose such a sea song for 
the wood and canvas Tempests of the stage ; but it is another 
guess thing to hear it, as I do, howled through hoarse shqp* 
ropes, by Boreas himself, in a real storm. What comfort to me 
that everything about me shall suffer a sea-change ? — thai my 
bones shall turn, forsooth, into coral? I would not give a bad 

VOL. II. 19 
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dnt, with Rome of these poor metacarpal bonei of mine to be 
rubbing the gums of the Boyal Infant of Spain. I am not ao 
blindly ambitions as to wish that tiiese two predona tuefiil balls 
of minp, turned into pearls, should shine in the British crown 
ttsdf, or, what is more tempting, in the hair of the beantiAil 




Countess of B. Whal if some economical jeweller — I think 1 
feel him at it — should take it into his head to split them, for 
setting in a ring F As for the Syren's knell, I would as Uef 
have it as long hereafter as may be, from the plain prosaio old 
sexton of St. Sepnlchre's. I have no depraved yearning to be 
first wet* nursed to death, and then "lapped in Elysium," by 
Mermaids, the most cold, flabby, wjshy, fisby, draggletails ever 
invented to give any human fancy the ague — half-and-half 
monsters, neither fish, nor flesh, nor good red herring. A whol« 
cai;go of tbmt, nay a glut of them, leaping alive, unfit for loving 
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or eating, is not worth one loyeable real woman at Billingsgate, 
or one of the eatable maids on her stall. I conld never i?wyg|nft 
the boldest and gallantest boatswain encountering such a sea- 
witch, on a lone beach — combing the shrimps out of her wet 
sandy mud-coloured hair, and wriggling her foolish tail about, 
curling, or stretching it, or trying to put it into her potsket, for- 
getting that she has no pockets, as a shy man in company does 
not know what to do with his hands — I could never £uicy him 
looking on such a creature, however attached to the fair sex, 
without his recoiling till he tumbled over his own pigtail, sing- 
ing out, with a slight variation of a line of Dibdin's, 

^ Avert yon 'omaUf gracious Heavea ! *' 

For other sea-temptations, I would not give my old white 
pony, that stumbles over every stone in his road, and some out 
of it, to ride like that Lord Godolphin Arion over the seas on 
the fairest fish that was ever foaled. Speaking under fear of 
death, I would rather, waving all the romance, ride in a liU by 
a roadside on a stickle-back. On my solemn word, I would far 
liefer bestride even a pond perch with his dorsal fin erect. But 
hark ! What means that dreadful cry ? Our death-bell is toll- 
ing in Dutch — "Del, del, is verlooren 1 " 

I must scramble, crawl, haul myself, spite of my sprained 
ankles, up unto the deck how I may. Next best unto witness- 
ing our own funeral is the seeing bow we are done to death. 

What a sight 1 Here is the tiller tied hard a-port, or hard 
a-lee, as hard as they can tie it. Further back is the Skipper 
himself, entangled dismally by some cord or other to the stem- 
rails ; and yonder is his mate, with a hundred and fifty turns of 
rope round himself and the mizen-mast, which he seems trying 
to strengthen. The gunner, as I take him to be, with a pre- 
posterous superfluity of breeching, is made fast to look through 
a hole, which seems to have been meant for a window to a 

cannon; and the carpenter, well pinioned and ietheied by a 
19—2 
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stout rope to the back-stay, is sheepishly <1iwffrKfig therefrom, 
wheneyer his side of the ship is uppermost, like unto the Lamb 
of the Order of the Golden Fleece. The cook, having gitren 
away both his hands, is spliced, as if for life, imto the capstan, 
Adam Yaart is double-turned and double-knotted to the nuiin- 
mast, and Hendrick his brother is belayed down, on the broad 
of his back, in the place of the lost long-boat. Should the 
anchor be dropped, Jan Bart is sure, even from head to foot, to 
go along with it. Poor little Yacob Tops, the apprentice, hath 
been turned over, and re-bound into a ring-bolt, by articies 
which are called rope-yams ; and lo, up yonder, lashed by hit 
legs to the rattlines, hangs Diedrick Dumm-Kopf, head down- 
wards, like a split cod left there to dry, in the main shrouds I 

Oh ! that I were bound myself round and round all the libs, 
fiiom the top to the bottom, with good six-twist, lest even thus, 
in articulo mortis, I burst, split my sides, and die with excess 
of laughter. The Skipper, honest Hans, with much difficulty, 
for he grievously mistrusts his breathing to the beating of the 
wave, opening his mouth when it comes, and sealing up his 
lips when it is gone, hath let me into the whole secret. Con- 
sidering the wild sea, he saith, and that no man can tie himself 
so surely as another man can, to some more steadfast substance, 
they had been all fastened, at their own special wish and agree- 
ment, to such hold-fasts as pleased them best, by Diedrick 
Dumm-Kopf, who was afterwards to provide for his safety as 
he judged surest, in order that he might liberate them again 
when the storm should be blown over. That accordingly, after 
first tying them all as securely as he was able, the said Diedrick 
betook himself to the main rigging, about half way up, to which 
he lashed himself by the ankles, holding on likewise with his 
hands, and his great clasp-knife in his mouth. That the Jung 
Yrouw driving before the wind and sea, they made shift, as they 
were, to navigate her pretty comfortably for some twenty minutes 
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or thereby, when all of a sudden they saw Diedriok, being seised 
with a vertigo, let go his hold and drop into his present posture, 
from which he oould nerer recover himself; and it was that 
dismal sight which had extorted the universal outcry that I 
heard. 

I am sicker of the sea than ever I Is the safety of a Chris- 
tian man's life, and soul maybe, of no more interest than to be 
gambled away by such a set of Dutch Bottoms with Asses' 
heads on their shoulders I Oh I that the worthy Chairman and 
an the IJnderwriters of Lloyd's were here present on this deck 
— ^the mere sight of the Skipper's countenance there, with not 
so much meaning in it as a smoked pig's face, for ikai means to 
be eaten, would scare them from all sea-iisks for ever 1 

Thanks be to Heaven I yonder's a sail. It makes straight 
towards us — they come aboard. A Pilot? — well saidl Oh, 
honest, good, dear Pilot, as you love a distressed poor country- 
man — as you understand the compass and how rudders are 
turned — ^if you know what a rope's end is, — take the biggest 
bit of a cable you can pick, and give yonder Dutch sea-calves a 
round dozen a piece ; 'twill cost you no great pains, seeing they 
are tied up ready to your hand. Pish! never mind their 
offence; they have mutinied against themselves. Smite, and 
spare not. I will go ashore meanwhile, in your boat. Hollo 
there I help me down. Take heed to my footing. Catch me, 
all of you, in your arms. Now I am in. No, I an't 1 I an't I 
I an't ! 

If ye had not hauled me in again with that same boat-hook, 
I was drown'd. My shoulder bleeds for it, but I forgive. Never 
heed me : look to your helms and sails. Tis only a gallon or 
two of sea-water, just swallowed, that is indisposed to go on 
shore with me. I am used to it, indeed I am. Pray, what is 
the name of this blessed boat P The Lively 'Surcj. lively 
indeed I The Jung Yrouw was a Quakeress to her ! At every 
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jump she takes, mj heart leaps also. Pray, pra;, pny take in 
tome canTU. Tou think you be sailing, but yov are commit- 
ting suicide. They mind me no more than stones. Oh I oh I 
I am out of Danger's frying-pan into its fire I Feter Stnckey 
will be a murtherer after all I 

What a set of dare-devils I They grin like baboons whilst 
she is driving with half her deck under water 1 I will shut 
mine eyes and hold fast by something. I am worse than ever. 
I give myself up. Oh ! oh ! what an awful roaring, hiuing, 
grinding noise we are come into I The bottom of the sea is 
coming out, or else the bottom of the boatl Hah I Help! 
help I I am heels upward I Why did not some kindly sool 
foiewam me that she was going to stop short on the beach ? 
Stand all aside, and let me leap upon the sand. Ah I I have 
made my nose spout gore in my over-haste to kiss my native 




! dry ground I yareweU, ocean I farewell, Jung 
Vionw and Lively Haacg I Take my advice, and get married 
both of you to young farmers. Farewell, ye hang-di^ that 
saved me 1 Share my blessing amongst yon ; 'tis all I havs 
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apon me of in me. Farewell, Neptune ! We'll part fHends. 
If you ever come to Cropton-le-Moor, I shall be glad to see 
you, and not till then. Hans 1 Jan ! Pieter 1 farewell one and 
all of you ; ** and if a meny meeting may be wished, Grod pro- 
hibit it.'' Now for a sweet, safe, stiU, silent land-bed 1 Set 
me but within a run and a jump of one, and in two clipped 
current minutes I will be fast asleep in it, even like the Irish- 
man who forgot to say his prayers, but remembered to say 
amen. 



LOVE AND LUNACT. 



Thb Moon — ^who does not love the silver moon. 
In all her fantasies and all her phases P 

Whether fuU-orb'd in the nocturnal noon. 
Shining in all the dewdrops on the daisies. 
To light the tripping Fairies in their mazes. 

Whilst stars arc winking at the pranks of Puck ; 
Or huge and red, as on brown sheaves she gazes ; 

Or new and thin, when coin is tum'd for luck ; 

Who will not say that Dian is a Duck P 

But, oh ! how tender, beautiful and sweet. 

When in her silent round, serene and dear. 
By assignation loving fancies meet. 

To recompense the pangs of absence drear ! 

So Ellen, dreaming of Lorenzo, dear. 
But distant from the city mapp'd by Mogg, 

Still saw his image in that silver sphere. 
Plain as the Man with lantern, bush, and dog, 
That used to set our ancestors a*gog. 
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And BO ahe told him in a pretty letter. 
That came to hand exactly ai Saint Meg'a 
Was striking tea — eleven had been better ; 
For t&ea he might have eaten aix more eggt. 
And both of the bedevill'd turkey-k^. 
With relishes flvm Eaat, Weat. North, and South, 

Draining, beside, the teapot to the dregs ; 
Whereas a man, whose heart is in his mouth. 
Is rather spoilt for hunger and for drouth. 




And so the kidneys, broiling hot, vere wasted ; 

The brawn — it never enter'd in his thou^t j 
The grated Parmesan remained imtasted ; 

The pitted shrimps were left as they were bought. 

The capelings stood as merely good for nought. 
The German aeusage did not tempt bim better. 

Whilst Juno, licking her poor lips, was taught 
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There's neither bone nor skin about a letter, 
Gristle, nor scalp, that one can give a setter. 
Heay'n bless the man who first devised a mail ! 

Heav'n bless that public pile which stands concealing 
The Goldsmiths' front with such a solid veil ! 

Heav'n bless the Master, and Sir Francis Freeling, 

The drags, the nags, the leading or the wheeeling, 
The whips, the guards, the horns, the coats of scarlet, 

The boxeSy bags, those evening bells a-pealiag I 
Heav'n bless, in short, each posting thing, and varlet 
That helps a Werter to a sigh from Charlotte. 

So felt Lorenzo as he oped the sheet, 
Where, first, the darling signature he kiss'd. 

And then, recurring to its contents sweet 
With thirsty eyes, a phrase I must enlist. 
He gulped the words to hasten to their gist ; 

In mortal ecstasy his soul was bound — 
When, lo I with features all at once a-twist. 

He gave a whistle, wild enough in souud 

To sunmion Faustus's Infernal Hound 1 

Alas 1 what little miffs and tiffs in love, 

A snubbish word, or pouting look mistaken. 
Will loosen screws with sweethearts hand and glove, 

Oh ! love, rock firm when chimney-pots were shaken, 

A pettish breath will into huffs awaken. 
To spit like hump-back'd cats, and snarling Towzers I 

Till hearts are wreck'd and founder'd, and forsaken. 
As ships go to Old Davy, Lord knows how. Sirs, 
While heav'n is blue enough for Dutchmen's trowsers ! 

*• The moon's at full, love, and I think of you " — 
Who would have thought that such a kind P.S. 
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Could make a man turn white, then red^ then blue. 
Then black, and knit his eyebrows and compress 
His teeth, as if about to effer?esoe 

Like certain people when they lose at whist I 
So look'd the chafed |Lorenzo, ne'ertheless, 

And, in a trice, the paper he had kiss'd 

Was crumpled like a snowball in his fist I 

Ah I had he been less rersed in sdentifics, 

More ignorant, in short, of what is what : 
He ne'er had flared up in such calorifics ; 

But he teould seek societies, and trot 

To clubs. Mechanics' institutes, and got 
With Birkbeck — Bartley — Combe — George Eobins — ^Benniey 

And other lecturing men. And had he uot 
That work, of weekly parts, which sells so many. 
The Copper-bottomed Magazine— or " Penny ? " 

But, of all learned pools whereon, or in. 

Men dive like dabchicks, or like swallows skim. 
Some hardly damp'd, some wetted to the skin. 
Some drown'd like pigs when they attempt to swim. 
Astronomy was most Lorenzo's whim, 

('Tis studied by a Prince amongst the Burmans) ; 
He loved those heavenly bodies which, the Hymn 

Of Addison declares, preach solemn sermons. 

While waltzing on their pivots like young Germans. 

Night after night, with telescope in hand. 
Supposing that the night was fair and clear. 

Aloft, on the house-top, he took his stand. 

Till he obtained to know each twinkling sphere 
Better, I doubt, than Milton's " Starry Vere ; " 

Thus, reading thro' poor Ellen's fond epistle. 
He soon espied the flaw — the lapse so sheer 






LOYE AND LUNA07. 

That made him raise his hair in sucli a bristle, 
And like the Boatswain of the Storm-Ship whistle. 

" The moon's at full, love, and I think of thee," — 
" Indeed 1 I'm very much her humble debtor. 

But not the moon-calf she would have me be, 

Zounds 1 does she fancy that I know no better P " 

Herewith, at either comer of the letter 

He gave a most ferocious, rending, pull ; — 
^* O woman 1 woman 1 that no vows can fetter, 

A moon to stay for three weeks at the full ! 

By Jove ! a veiy pretty cock-and-bull 1 

"The moon at fiill 1 'twas very finely reckon'd I 

Why so she wrote me word upon the first — 
The twelfth, and now upon the twenty-second-* 

Full I — yes — ^it must be full enough to burst ! 

But let her go — of all vile jilts the worst "— 
Here with his thumbs lie gave contemptuous snaps. 

Anon he blubber'd like the child that's nurs'd. 
And then he hit the table frightful raps. 
And stamped till he had broken both his straps. 



" The moon's at full — and I am in her thought 
No doubt ; I do believe it in my soul 1 " 

Here he threw up his head, and gave a snort 
Like a young horse first hamess'd to a pole : 
The moon is full — aye, so is this d — d bowl 1 " 

And, grinning like the sourest of curmudgeons. 
Globe — water — ^fishes — be dash'd down the whole, 

Strewing the carpet with the gasping gudgeons ; 

Men do the strangest things in such love-dudgeons. 

" I fill her thoughts — ^her memory's vice-gcrent P 
No, no, — some paltry puppy — three weeks old — 
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And round as Korral's shield" — 4 

Hia fande* grew sa he went on to acold ; 

So stormy warei are into breakers loU'd, 

Worlc'd np at last to toere chaotic wroth — 

This — that — heada — taila — thoughts jumbled nncontiDU'd 
As onions, turnips, meat, in boiUng broth. 
By tuma bob np, and sphitter in the froth. 




** Pool that I was to let a baby face — 

A fall one — like a hunter's — round and red — 

Ass that I am, to gi?e her more a place 

Within thia heart " — and here he atiuck his head- 
"'Sdeath arc the Almanack-compilers deadP 

But no — 'tia all an artifice — a trick, 
Some newer face — some dandy under-bred — 
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Well— be it so— of all the sex Vm sick ! " 
Here Juno wonder'd why she got a lack. 

" ' The moon is full ' — where's her infernal scrawl P 

' And you are in my thought : that silver ray 
Will ever your dear image thus recall ' — 

My image ? Mine ! She'd barter it away 

For Pretty Poll's on an Italian's tray ! 
Three weeks, full weeks, — ^it is too plain — ^too bad — 

Too gross and palpable I Oh cursed day I 
My senses have not crazed — ^but if they had — 
Such moons would worry a Mad Doctor mad ! 

" Oh Nature ! wherefore did you frame a lip 
So fair for falsehood P Wherefore have you drest 

Deceit so angel-like ? " With sudden rip 
He tore six new buff buttons from his vest 
And groped with hand impetuous at his breast. 

As if some flea from Juno's fleecy curls 
Had skipp'd to batten on a human chest, 

But no— the hand comes forth, and down it huris 

A lady's miniatiuie beset Mrith pearls. 

Yet long upon the floor it did not tarry, 

Before another outrage could be plaun'd : 
Poor Juno, who had leam'd to fetch and cany, 

Pick'd up and brought it to her master's hand. 

Who seized it, and the mimic feature scann'd ; 
Yet not with the old loving ardent drouth, 

He only saw in that fair face, so bland. 
Look how he would at it, east, west, north, south, 
A moon, a full one, with eyes, nose, and mouth. 



« 



I'U go to her," — ^herewith his hat he touch'd. 
And g^ve his ann a most heroic brandish ; 
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A hUc iood. Eke Sipr ^ oMfaafidh. 



At an Big 

B^ noa Mfc—icd. or «arf , of mA <hTtPfr 

Wkkaat a ColliiHt'B or WappotTs bod. 
Hi* EiMfaat iTBi and legs left of fkir pnneni^ 

Aid down he Ht again, wiik pa in hand. 

Not fiddle-kcttkd, or Ein^'s-patton gtand. 

Bat one of Branub'* patent Caligiaphics i 

And manT a sheet it spoil'd bdbre be plaim'd 
A likdj lett^. Used to poR Baaphica, 
Philippies aouDded nraogd; after Sappluea. 
Loog while be rock'd like Tanker in his chair, 

StarinK as he would ttan the iraiiiacot tbixM^, 
And then be thnut bis fingers in his hair. 

And Bet his rrett up like a eockatoo; 

And trampled with his hoofs, a mere Taboo : 
At last with many a tragic frown and start. 

He penn'd a billet, very far fnxn doox, 
Twas soar, serere — bot think of a man's smart 
Writing with lunar caustic on bis heart I 
The letter iloue and dosed, he lit his taper. 

And aoding, as it were, bis other mock*. 
He stamped a grsTc device npon the pa^itf. 

No Cupid toying with bis Pyscbe's locks, 

Bot some stem bead of the old Stoic stocks — 
llien, fiercely striding tbrongh the staring streets. 

He dropt the bitter nisnTe in a box. 
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Beneath the cakes and tarts, and ingar'd treats, 
Id Hts. SmeSing's window full of sweeta. 




Soon sped the letter — thanlu to modern plana. 

Our English mails run little in the style 
Of those great Gennan wUd-beast caiavans, 

£ij-wagena — tho' they do not " go like He,"— 

But take a good twel?e minutes to the mile — 
On Monday morning, just at ten o'clock. 

As EUen bumm'd " The young May Moon " the while. 
Her ear was startled by that double knock 
Which thrills the nenres like an electric shock I 



KdK m a> be «i^ «% (rf^ 3C- Gn^ 

Tk ji{ :bB a's bo- :B.«cek «ads U 



Ik Side doi^c. «kB wid tke OB ik pHBd, 
Hi fiiil I ii'ijiiMi l»h TBiiiafciwIiJI 




Too dor at an; prke— bad ilie but paU 

Kothin^ SDd taken diaoount, it wm &ar; 
Tet, wcxtUcM aa it wu, tke twcet-l^ed maid 

Oft kiaaed Uk kttcr in ber farirf ana 

Between the lower and the upper Mfbae, 
When, Mated in a tbadj biatie-btowii, 

Sbe tried to piene a waptaj aa dear 
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As ikai I saw once puzzling a young down — 
** Beading Made Easy," but turned upside down. 

Yet pUen, Uke most Misses in the land« 

Hai'ripped sky blue, through certain of her teens, 
At one of those establishments which stand 

In highways, byeways, squares, and Tillage greens ; 

*Twas called *' The Grove," — a name that always means 
Two poplars stand like sentries at the gate — 

Each window had its dose Venetian screens 
And Holland blind, to keep in a cool state 
The twenty-four Young Ladies of Miss Bate. 

But when the screens were left unclosed by chanoe. 

The blinds not down, as if Miss B. were dead. 
Each upper window to a passing glance 

Bevealed a little dimity white bed ; 

Each lower one a cropp'd or curly head ; 
And thrice a week, for soul's and health's economies. 

Along the road the twenty four were led. 
Like coupled hounds, whipped in by two she-dominies 
With faces rather graver than Mdpomene's. 

And thus their studies they pursued : — On Sunday, 

Beef, collects, batter, texts from Dr. Price ; 
Mutton, French, pancakes, grammar— of a Monday ; 

Tuesday — hard dumplings, globes, Chapone's Adnce ; 

Wednesday — fancy-work, rice-milk (0) spice) ; 
Thursday — pork, dancing, currant-bolsters, reading ; 

Friday — ^beef, Mr. Butler, and plain rice; 
•Saturday — scraps, short lessons and short feeding. 
Stocks, back-boards, hash, sted-coUars, and good breeding 

From this repertory of female learning. 

Came Ellen once a quarter, always fatter 1 
VOL. II. 80 
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To gratil; the eyes of p&renta yearaing. 
'TwBB evident in bokteri, beef, wd batl«r, 
Hard diunplinga, and rice-milk, she did not amatttf. 

Bnt heartily, as Jeokiits says, " demollidge ; " 
But as for any leeming, not to flatter. 

As often happens when gLcls leave their college. 

She had done nothing but grow out of knowledge. 




At Long Division aumg ahe had no chance, 
And Histoiy was quite as bad a balk ; 

Her French it was too small for Petty France, 
And Friscian suffered in her Fnglish talk : 
Her drawing might be done with cheese or chalk ; 

As for the globes — the use of the terrestrial 
She knew when ahe went out to take a walk. 
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Or take a ride ; but, touching the celestial, * 

Her knowledge hardly soared above the bestial. 

Nothing she learned of Juno, Pallas, Mars ; 

Graorgium, for what she knew, might stand for Burgo, 
Sidus, for Master : then, for northern stars. 

The Bear she fancied did in sable fur go. 

The Bull was Farmer Giles's bull, and, ergo. 
The Ham the same that butted at her brother; 

As for the Twins, she only guessed that Virgo, 
From coming after them, must be their mother ; 
The Scales weighed soap, tea, figs, like any other. 

As ignorant as donkeys in Gallicia, 

She thought that Saturn, with his Belt, was but 
A private, may be, in the Kent Militia ; 

That Charles's Wain would stick in a deep rut. 

That Venus was a real West-End slut — 
Oh, Gods and Goddesses of Greek Theogony I 

That Berenice's Hair would curl and cut, 
That Cassiopeia's Chair was good Mahogany, 
Nicely French-polished, — such was her cosmogony ! 

Judge, then, how puzzled by the scientifics 

Lorenzo's letter came now to dispense ; 
A lizard, crawling over hieroglyphics. 

Knows quite as much of their Egyptian sense ; 

A sort of London fog, opaque and dense, 
Hung over verbs, nouns, genitives, and datives. 

In vain she pored and pored, with eyes intense ; 
As well is known to oyster-operatives. 
Mere looking at the shells won't open natives. 

Yet mixed with the hard words, so called, she found 

Some easy ones that gave her heart the staggers ; 
20—2 
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Words giving tongue against her, like ■ hound 

At picldng out a fault — words speaking daggers. 

The very letters seemed, in hoatile swe^ers. 
To Issh their tails, but not as horses do. 

Nor like the tails of spsniels, gentle waggeis. 
But like a lion's, ere he tears in two 

A black, to see if he is black all through. 

With open mouth, and eyeballs at full stretch. 
She gazed upon the paper sad and sorry, 

No sound — no stir — quite petrified, poor wretch I 
As when Apollo, in old allegoiy, 
Down-stooping like a falcon, made his quarry 

Of Niohe, just turned to Pnrbeck stone ; 

In &ct, since Cupid grew into a worry. 
Judge if a suing lorer, let alone 
A lawyer, ever wrote in such a tone. 




" Ellen, I will no longer call you mine, 
Tbat time is past, and ne'er can come again ; 
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However other lights undimmed may shiney 
And undiminishing, one tmth is plain, 
Which I, alas I have learned,— that love can wane. 

The dream is pass'd away, the yeil is rent. 
Your heart was not intended for my reign ; 

A sphere so fidl, I feel, was never meant 

With one poor man in it to be content. 

" It must, no doubty be pleasant beyond measure, 
To wander underneath the whispering bough 

With Dian, a perpetual round of pleasure. 
Nay, fear not, — I absolve of every vow, — 
Use, — use your own celestial pleasure now, 

Your apogee and perigee arrange. 

Herschel might aptly stare and wonder how. 

To me that constant disk has nothing strange — 

A couDterfeit is sometimes hard to change. 

" Oh Ellen I I once little thought to write 
Such words unto you, with so hard a pen ; 

Yet outraged love will change its nature quite, 
And turn like tiger hunted to its den — 
How Falsehood trips in her deceits on men I 

And stands abash'd, discover'd, and forlorn I 
Had it been only cusp'd — but gibbous — then 

It had gone down — but Faith drew back in scom^ 

And would not swallow it — without a horn 1 

" I am in occidtation, — that is plain : 

My cuhnination's past, — that's quite as dear. 
But think not I will suffer your disdain 

To hang a lunar rainbow on a tear. 

Whate'er my pangs, they shall be buried here ; 
No murmur, — ^not a sigh, — shall thence exhale : 

Smile on, — and for your own peculiar sphere 
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Choose some eccentric patli, — yon cannot Ail. 
And pny stick on a most portentotu tail I 

" Farewell I I hope you arc in health and gay ; 

For me, I never felt so well and merry — 
As for the bran-new Idol of the day. 

Monkey or man, I am iudiSereut — very 1 

Nor e'en will aslc who ia the Happy Jeny ; 
My jealousy is dead, or gone to sleep, 

But let me hint that you will want a wheny. 
Three weeks' spring-tide, and not a chance of neap, 
Tonr parlours will be flooded six feet deep I 




" Oh Ellen I how delicious was that light 
Wherrin our plighted ihadowi used to blend, 
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Meanwhile the mekncholy bird of night — 

No more of that ^the lover's at an end. 

Yet if I may advise you, as a friend. 

Before you next pen sentiments so fond, 
Study your cycles — ^I would recommend 

Our Airy — and let South be duly conn'd, 

And take a dip, I beg, in the great Pond. 

" Parewell again I it is farewell for ever 1 

Before your lamp of night be lit up thrice, 
I shall be sailing, haply, for Swan Biver, 

Jamaica, or the Indian land of rice. 

Or Boothia Felix — ^happy dime of ice ! 
Por Trebizond, or distant Scanderoon, 

Ceylon, or Java redolent of spice. 
Or settling, neighbour of the Cape baboon. 
Or roaming o'er — The Mountains of the Moon I 

" What matters where P my world no longer owns 

That dear meridian spot from which I dated 
Degrees of distance, hemispheres, and zones, 

A globe all blank and barren and belated. 

What matters where my future life be fated ? 
With Lapland hordes, or Koords or Afric peasant, 

A squatter in the western woods located. 
What matters where P My bias, at the present. 
Leans to the country that reveres the Crescent 1 

" Parewell 1 and if for e?er, fare thee well I 

As wrote another of my fellow-martyrs : 
I ask no sexton for his passing-bell, 

I do not ask your tear-drops to be starters. 

However I may die, transfix'd by Tartars, 
By Cobras poisoned, by Constrictors strangled. 

By shark or cayman snapt above the garters, 
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By royal tiger or Cape lion mangled, 

Or starved to death iu the wild woods entangled, 

'* Or tortured slowly at an Indian stake. 
Or smother'd in the sandy hot simoom. 

Or crush'd in Chili by earth's awful quake, 
Or baked iii lava, a Vesuvian tomb, 
Or dirged by syrens and the billows' boom 

Or stiffened to a stock mid Alpine snows. 
Or stricken by the plague with sudden doom. 

Or suck'd by Vampyres to a last repose, 

Or self-destroy 'd, impatient of my woes, 

*• Still fare you well, however I may fare, 
A fare perchance to the Lethean shore, 

Caught up by rushing whirlwinds in the air, 
Or dash'd down cataracts with dreadful roar : 
Nay, this warni heart, once yours unto the core, 

This hand you should have claimed in church or minster 
Some cannibal may gnaw " — she read no more — 

Prone on the carpet fell the senseless spinster. 

Losing herself, as 'iwere, in Kidderminster 1 

Of course of such a fall the shock was great. 

In rush'd the father, panting from the shop. 
In rush'd the mother, without cap or tete. 

Pursued by Betty Housemaid with her mop ; 

The cook to change her apron did not stop. 
The charwoman next scrambled up the stair, — 

All help to lift, to haul, to seat, to prop. 
And then they stand and smother round the chair. 
Exclaiming in a chorus, *' Give her air I " 

One sears her nostrils with a burning feather. 
Another rams a phial up her nose ; 
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A third orooki all her fiDger-joints together, 
A fonrtb ripe lier up Iftoea and her bowi, 
TTliile all by turns leep tnmpUng on bertoet. 

And, when she gasps for breath, they pom in plomp 




A sudden drench that doini her thorax goes, 
Aa if in fetching her — some wits so jump — 
She must be fetched with water like a pump I 
No wonder that thus drench'd, and wrench'd, and gall'd, 

Aa soon aa possible from ayocope'a fetter 
Her senses had the sense to be recall'd, 

" I'm better — that will do — indeed I'm better,** 

She died to each importunate besetter; 
Meanwhile, escaping from the stir and amother, 

The prudent parent seised the lorer'a letter, 
(Daughters should have no secrets with a Mother) 
And read it thro' from one end to the other. 
From first to last she nerer sldpp'd a word— 

For young Lorento of all youths ww out 



i LOTS AKD LmiAOT. 

So wue, so good, so monl aha anxr'd, 
So ckrer, qiiite above the canunon nm— 
She made him sit by her, and cill'd blin aon. 

No matrimonial auit, e'en Dulce'a or Eari'i, 
So flatter'd her maternal feelingi — none I 

Pot mothen alwajs think young men an peaila 

Who come and Haow themselre* hefaie their gida. 




And now, at warning signal from her finger. 
The servantB moat reluctantly withdrew, 

But list'niag on the stairs cantrived to linger ; 
For Men, gazing round with eyes of blue, 
At last the features of her parent knew. 

And summoning her breath and vocal pow'ra, 

*' Oh, mother 1 " she exclaimed — " Oh, is it true — 
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Our dear Lorenzo " — the dear name drew show'] 

** Ours" cried the mother, ** pray don't call him ours I 

" I never liked him, never, in my days ! " 

[" Oh yes — ^you did " — said Ellen with a sob,] 

" There always was a something in his ways — " 
[" So sweet — so kind," said Ellen, with a throbj 
** His very face was what I call a snob. 

And, spite of West-end coats and pantaloon?, 
He had a sort of air of the swell mob ; 

I'm sure when he has come of afternoons 

To tea, I've often thought — I'll watch my spoons 1 ' 

" The spoons ! " cried Ellen, almost with a scream, 
" Oh cruel — false as cruel — ^and ui^just ! 

He that once stood so high in your esteem 1 " 
" He 1" cried the dame, grimacing her disgusf , 
** I like him ? — ^yes — as any body must 

An iafidel that scofifs at God and Devil : 
Didn't he bring you Bonaparty's bust ? 

Lord 1 when he calls I hardly can be civil— 

My favourite was always Mr. Neville. 

*• Lorenzo ? — I should like, of earthly things, 

To see him hanging forty cubits high ; 
Doesn't he write like Captain Eocks and Swings P 

Nay, in this very letter bid you try 

To make yourself particular, and tie 
A tail on — a prodigious tail ! — Oh, daughter 1 

And don't he ask you down his area — fie 1 
And recommend to cut your being shorter. 
With brick-bats round your neck in ponds of water ? 



» 



Alas 1 to think how readers thus may vary 
A writer's sense 1 — ^What mortal would have thought 
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Loienio's hint sbont Frofenor Aiij 

And Pond to bucIi b tikeneaa could be bitHight I 
Who would have dreamt the simple way he tan^t 

To mtike a comet of poor Ellen's moon. 
Could furnish forth an image »o distraught. 

As Elleo, walking Begent Street at noon, 

Tail'd — like a fat Cape sheep, or a racoon 1 




And yet, whate'er absurdity the brains 

Uay hatch, it ne'er wants wet-nurses to suckle iti 
Or dry ones, like a hen, to take the pains 

To lead the nudity abroad, and chuckle it ; 

No whim so stupid but some fool wiU buckle it 
To jingle bell-like on his empty head. 

No mental mud — but some will knead and ImncUe it, 
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And fancy they are malcing fant^-bread ; — 
No aaa hat writtcD, but aome aas haa read. 
No dolU could lead if ottien did not fallow 'em. 

No Hahnemann could give deciUionth drops. 
If any man could not be got to swallow 'em ; 

But foUy never comes to such full stopa. 

As soon, then, as the Mother made tuch swaps 
Of all Lorenzo's meanings, heads and tails. 

The Father seized upon her malaprops — 
" My girl down areas — of a night I 'Oda nails I 
I'll stick the scoundrel on hit area>raila I 




" I w3l I — as sure as I was ohriaten'd John ! 

A girl — well bom — and bred, — and school'd at Ditton— 
^ccompliah'd — handsome— with a tul stuck on 1 



Aad (fcaefc'd. ZoBub: tikxk'd in kj i» q i u a Ji Efa afci 
I viib I had ben h; when Hat waa vnOCB ! " — 

Ami donfafmp to aSrt cad. laple haad, 
Tk osptT air be boied with, »-Ia-Bittoa, 

As if IB Daomw lor a ^ht, kmc pbim'd, 

With Xobodr— «]r hm— at Xo Van's Lawl I 




" m pond — 111 tan him ! "~In a Toia f)t thnndo' 



He 



hisfi 



dbufi 



Load, open-month'd, and veddcd to hia blunder. 
Like one of those gmt gnna that end in bun. 
" 111 teach him to write poad* and toila lo us ! " 
Bat while so menacii^ this-that-aad-t'oUien, 

His wife broke in with certain truths, aa thos : 
" Men are not women — bthen can't be motbers, — 
Females are females " — and a few sncfa othen. 
So sBjiag, with roogb ondges, wiSij-mBj, 

Sbe hostled him oatside the chamber-door. 
Looking, it must be own'd, a little aillj; 
And then she did as the Carinthian boor 
derres (Ooldsmitli lajs) the traTellcT tJiat's poor I 
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Id edt she shut him in the outer space, 

With just as much apology — no more — 
As Boreas would present in such a case, 

For slamming the street door right in your face. 

And now, the secrets of the sex thus kept. 

What passed in that important t^te-^t^te 
Twixt dam and daughter, nobody except 

Paul Pry, or his Twin Brother, could narrate — 

So turn we to Lorenzo, left of late. 
In front of Mrs. Snelling's sugar'd snacks. 

In such a Tery waspish stinging state, 
But now at the Old Dragon, stretch'd on racks. 
Fretting, and biting down his nails to tacks ; 

• 

Because that new fast four-inside — the Comet, 

Instead of keeping its appointed time, 
Had deviated some few minutes from it, 

A thing with all astronomers a crime. 

And he had studied in that lore sublime ; 
Nor did his heat get any less or shorter 

For pouring upon passion's unslaked lime 
A well-grown glass of Cogniac and water, 
Mix'd stiff as starch by the Old Dragon's daughter. 

At length, " Fair £llen " sounding with a flourish. 
The Comet came all bright, bran new, and smart : 

Meanwhile the melody conspired to nourish 
The hasty spirit in Lorenzo's heart. 
And soon upon the roof he ** topped his part,*' 

Which never had a more impatient man on. 
Wishing devoutly that the steeds would start 

Like lightning greased,— or, as at Ballyshannon 

Sublimed, '* greased lightning shot out of a cannon * 
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For, ever since the letter left his hand, 
His mind had been in vaciUating motioii. 

Dodge-dodging like a fluster'd crab on land. 
That cannot ask its way, and has no notion 
If right or left leads to the Grerman Ocean — 

Hatred and Love by turns enjoy'd monopolies. 
Till, like a Doctor following his own potion. 

Before a learned pig could spell Acropolis, 

He went and booked himself for our metropolis. 

" Oh, for a horse," or rather four, — " with wings ! *• 
For so he put the wish into the plural — 

No relish he retained for country things. 
He could not join felicity with rural. 
His thoughts were all with London and the mural. 

Where architects — not paupers — heap and piU stones ; 
Or with the horses* muscles, called the crural, 

How fast they could macadamize the milestones 

Which pass'd as tediously as gall or bile stones. 

Blind to the picturesque, he ne'er perceived 

In Nature one artistical fine stroke ; 
For instance, how that purple hill relieved 

The beggar-woman in the gipsy-poke. 

And how the red cow carried off her cloak ; 
Or how the aged horse, so gaunt and grey. 

Threw off a noble mass of beech and oak ! 
Or, how the tinker's ass, beside the way, 
Came boldly out from a white doud — to bray ! 

Such things have no delight for worried men. 
That travel full of care and anxious smart : 

Coachmen and horses, are your artists then : 
Just try a team of draughtsmen with the Dart, 
Take Shee, for instance, Etty, Jones, and Hart, 
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Let eveiy neck be put into it« noose, 

Then tip 'em on tlie flank to make 'em itart, 
And Ke how th^ will disw I — ^Four urewa let loose 
Would make a difference— or I'm a goose I 
Nor carod he more abcnt the promised crops. 

If oata were looking up, or wheat was laid. 
For flies in turnij"', or a blight in bops. 

Or how the barley prosper'd or decay'd ; 

Id short, no items of the forming takde. 




Feaa, beans, tares, 'tat«rs, could his mind beguile ; 

Not did he answer to the servant maid, 
That aJways asked at eveiy other mile, 
" Where do we change. Sir F " with her sweetest anile. 
Nor more he listened to the FoliticiBn, 

Who lectured on his left, a formal pr^, 
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Of Belgium's. GreMe'i, Tnricey'B nd oonditiaB, 

Not worth a cheese, an olive, or a fig ; 

Nor yet nnto the critic, fierce and big. 
Who, holding forth, all lonetj, in his gkfrj. 

Called one a sad bad Poet — and a Whig, 
And one, a first-rate proser — and a Toty ; 
So critics judge, now, of » tong or story. 

Nay, when the coachman spoke about the 'Leger, 
Of Popsy, Mopsy, Bergamotte, and Civet, 

Of breeder, trainer, owner, backer, hedgcr. 
And nags as right, or righter than a trivet, 
The theme hia crack'd attention could not rivet. 

Though leaning forward to the man of whips. 
He seem 'd to give an ear,— but did not give it. 

For Ellen's moon (that saddest of her slips) 

Would not be hidden by a " new Eclipse." 




If any thought e'er flitted in his head 
Belonging to the sphere of Bland and Crocky, 

It was to wish the team all thorough-bred. 
And eve^ buckle on tbeir b&cka a jockejr i 
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When spinning down a steep descent, or rocky. 
He never watch'd the wheel, and long'd to lock it. 

He liked the bolten that set off so cocV; i 
Nor did it shake a single nerve or shock it 
Because the Comet raced against the Rocket. 
Thanks to which riyalry, at last the joumej 

Finish'd an hour and a qoarter under time. 
Without a case for surgeon or attorney, 

Joat as St. James's rang its seventh chime. 
And now, descending from his seat snbUrae, 

Behold Lorenzo, weariest of wights, 

In that greet core of brick, and stone, and lime, 
Call'd England's Heart — but which, as seen of nights. 
Has rather more th' E^pearance of its lights. 




Awaj he scudded — elbowing, perforce. 
Thro' cads, and lads, and manj a Hebrew wvrrier, 
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With froit, knives, pencils,— all dirt cheap of ooune, 
Coachmen, and hawkers of the Globe and " Gnirier ; " 
Away I — ^the ooobnaid is not such a skurriery 

When, fit to split her gingham as she goes. 
With six just striking on the dock to huny her. 

She strides along with one of her three beanx. 

To get well placed at " Ashley's " — ^now Dacrow's. 

" I wonder if her moon is full to-night I " 

He muttered, jealous as a Spanish Don, 
When, lo I — ^to aggravate that inward spite, 

In glancing at a board he spied thereon 

A play-bill for dramatic folks to con. 
In letters such as those may read, who run, 

" « KING JOHN '—oh yes,— I recollect King John ! 
* My Lord, they say five moons *—five moons I — ^well done ! 
I wonder Ellen was content with one ! 

" Five moons — all full I — and all at once in heav'n ! 

She should have lived in that prolific reign I " 
Here he arrived in front of number seven, 

Th' abode of all his joy and all his pain ; 

A sudden tremor shot through every vein. 
He wish'd he'd come up by the heavy waggon. 

And felt an impulse to turn back again, 
Oh, that he ne'er had quitted the Old Dragon I 
Then came a sort of longing for a flagon. X 

His tongue and palate seem'd so parch'd with drouth, — 
The very knocker fill'd his soul with dread. 

As if it had a living lion's mouth. 

With teeth so terrible, and tongue so red. 
In which he had engaged to put his head. 

The bell-pull tum'd his courage into vapour, 
As though 't would cause a shower-bath to shed 
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Its thousand shocks, to make him sigh and caper- 
He look'd askance, and did not like the scraper. 

* What business have I here P (he thought) a dunce 
A hopeless passion thus to fan and foster. 

Instead of putting out its wick at once ; 
She's gone — it's very evident I'tc lost her, — 
And to the wanton wind I should have toss'd her^- 

Pish ! I will leave her with her moon, at ease, 
To toast and eat it, like a single Gloster, 

Or cram some fool with it, as good green cheese. 

Or make a honey-moon, if so she please. 

" Yes — here I leave her," and as thus he spoke. 

He plied the knocker with such needless force. 
It almost split the panel of sound oak ; 

And then he went as wildly through a course 

Of ringing, till he made abrupt divorce 
Between the bell and its dumfounded handle. 

Whilst up ran Betty, out of breath and hoarse, 
And thrust into his face her blown-out candle. 
To recognise the author of such scandal. 

Who, presto I doak, and carpet-bag to boot, 
Went stumbling, rumbling, up the dark one pair. 

With other noise than his whose " very foot 
Had music in't as he came up the stair : " 
And then with no more manners than a bear. 

His hat upon his head, no matter how. 
No modest tap his presence to declare, 

He bolted in a room, without a bow. 

And there sat Ellen, with a marble brow I 

Like fond Medora, watching at her window, 
Yet not of any Corsair bark in search^ 




I JjOTS ABD lunaot. 

The jnttiiig lodging-hoiue at Mn. Lindo, 
'"Hie Cheapest Houaein Tbwn" oTTodd and Stvich, 
The private houM of Bevennd Doctor Biich, 

The pnblic-bouae, doted nightly at eleTBti, 
And then that house of prayer, the paiiah diaich. 

Some roofs, and chimiu^B, and a glimpK of hearea. 

Made up the whole look-out of Number Seren. 

let somethiDg in the prospect bo absorbed her. 

She aeemed quite drowned and dodng in a dream; 
Aa if her own belor'd fidl moon still orfo'd her. 




LnlUnfC her fancy in some lunar scheme. 
With lost Lorenso, may be, for its tlieme — 
Tet when Lorenzo touch'd her on the shoulder. 
She started up with an abortive s«reami 
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As if some midnight ghost, from regions colder, 
Had come within his bony arms to fold her. 

" Lorenzo ! " '* Ellen I " then came " Sir I " and " Madam I" 

They tried to speak, but hammer'd at each word. 
As if it were a flint for great Mac Adam : 

Such broken English never else was heard. 

For like an aspen leaf each nerve was stirr'd, 
A chilly tremor thrill'd them through and through, 

Their efforts to be stiff were quite absurd. 
They shook like jellies made without a due 
And proper share of common joiner's glue. 

** Ellen ! I'm come — to bid you — fare — farewell I " 

lliey thus began to fight their verbal duel ; 
" Since some more hap — hap — Chappy man must dwell — " 

" Alas — ^Loren — ^Lorenzo ! — cru — cm — cruel I " 

For so they split their words like grits for gruel. 
At last the Lover, as he long had plann'd, 

Brew out that once inestimable jewel. 
Her portrait, which was erst so fondly scannM, 
And thrust poor Ellen's face into her hand. 

** There — take it, Madam — ^take it back, I crave. 

The face of one — but I must now forget her. 
Bestow it on whatever hapless slave 

Your art has last enticed into your fettei^^ 

And there are your epistles — there 1 each letter I 
I wish no record of your vow's infractionsi 

Send them to South— or Children — ^you had better — 
They will be novelties — ^rare benefactions I 
To shine in Philosophical Transactions 1 

** Take them — pray take them — I resign them quite I 
And there's the glove you gave me leave to steal— ^^r 
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And tlten'a the handkerchid', ao pme and iriiil^ 
Once nnctified by teon, when Hisi O'Noll — 
But no — you did not — cannot— do not feel 
A Juliet's faith, that time oould only haidoi I 

Pool that 1 was, in my mistaken seal I 
I should have led yon, — by yonr leave and pardon- 
To Bartley'a Oimy, not CoTent Garden I 




"And here's the birtb-day ring — nor man nor deril 
Should once have torn it &om my living hand, 

Penfaonce 'twill look as well on Mr. Neville ; 
And that — and that is all — and now I stand 
Absohed of each diBsever'd tie and baud — 

And BO iarewell, till Time's eternal sickle 
Shall reap our lives ; in this, or foreign land 

Some other may be found for truth to stickle 

Almoit ai Ikir— and not so false and fickle I " 
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And there he ceased : as truly it was time. 
For of the yarious themes that left his mouth. 

One half surpass'd her intelleccual dimb : 

She knew no more than the old Hill of Howth 
About that '* Children of a larger growth/' 

Who notes proceedings of the F. R. S.'s ; 
Kit North, was just as strange to her as South, 

Except the south the weathercock expresses. 

Nay, Bartley's Orrery defied her guesses. 

Howbeit some notion of his jealous drift 
She gathered from the simple outward fact. 

That her own lap contained each slighted gift ; 
Though quite unconscious of his cause to act 
So like Othello, with his face unblack'd ; 

*' Alas ! " she sobbed, ** your cruel course I see 
These faded charms no longer can attract ; 

Your fancy palls, and you would wander free, 

And lay your own apostacy on me I 

" /, false ! — ui^ust Lorenzo I— and to yon / 

Oh, all ye holy gospels that incline 
The soul to truth, bear witness I am true ! 

By aU that lives, of earthly or divine — 

So long as this poor throbbing heart is mine — 
/ false 1 — the world shall change its course as soon 1 

True as the streamlet to the stars that shine — 
True as the dial to the sun at noon. 
True as the tide to 'yonder blessed moon * 1 " 

And as she spoke, she pointed through the window. 
Somewhere above the houses* distant tops. 

Betwixt the chimney-pots of Mrs. Lindo, 
And Todd and Sturch's cheapest of all shops 



II LOVI AND LXIHACT. 

For nbbons, laoee, musUna, tSkt, ind ibpi t— 
Ueonwlula, as she upraised her Cue to Greoun, 

And ejes nffiued with (dntOlating dropi, 
Lorenzo looked, too, o'er the blinds Tonetun, 
To see the sphere so troubkd with npletioo. 

** Titt Uoon I " he cried, ud an ekctrio spun 

Seem'd all at onoe his feotims to distot^ 

And fix'd his month, a dumb and gaping chann— 

His facultSea benumb'd and aU amor^— 

At last his Toice came, of most shrilly sort. 

Jut tike a sea-gull's wheeling round a rock — 

" Speak I — Ellen I— is your sight indeed to Uiortf 
The Uoon t — Brute I savage that I am, and block I 
The Moon I (0, ye Romantics, what a shock 1) 
Why that's the new lUuminated Clock 1 " 




THOSB BTHNIHQ BULLS. 




THOSE EVENING BELLS. 
"I'd bx a pasodi." 

Those Eveiuiig Bell% those Erening Belle, 
How many a t&le their music tells. 
Of Torksliire cakes and crumpets prime. 
And letters only just in time I — ■ 

The Muffin-boy has paea'd a,way. 
The Foatnuin gone — and I must pay, 
Foi down below Deaf Maiy dweUs, 
And does not hear t£oBe Evening Bells. 

And so 't will be when she is gone. 
That tnnefal peal will still ring on. 
And other maids with timely yella 
Poiget to stay thoae Evening Bellt. 




LINB3 

TO A FBIBND AT OOBBAM. 



Tin pleasant, when we've abseiit fiiendB, 
SomedmeB to hob and nob 'em 
With Uemoiy'a glass — at such a pass 
Bemember me at Cobham I 

Have pigs jou wiD, and sometimet kill, 
But if f ou sigh and sob 'em. 
And cannot eat your home-grown meat, 
Bemember me at Cobham I 

Of hen and cook, jou'U have a stock. 
And death will oft nnthrob 'em, — 
A ODontiy chick is good to pick — 
Beoiember mr at Cobham 1 

Some orchard trees of oonne yonll leas^ 
And boyi will sometimes rob 'em, 
A friend (you know) before a foe — 
Bemember me at Cobham I 
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Yoall sometiines have wax-liglited rooms, 
And friends of ooune to mob 'em, 
Should you be short of such a sort, 
Bemember me at Cobham I 
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** Dost tfaon lore silence, deep as that befort the windi wore mtds? Go 
not into the wilderness; descend not into the jprofondities of the earth, 
riint not np thj casements ; norponr wax into the cells of thine eanj with 
little-faithU^self-mistrnsting Ulysses. Betixe with me into a Qnaken* 
Meeting.**— SsaATB or Eua. 



It may not, or rather it cannot, be generally known, that an 
attempt was made last winter, by certain inflaential members of 
the Society of Friends, to establish a Conversazione at Tottenham, 
a neighbourhood especially favoured by that respectable and 
substantial sect. The idea originated with a junior female 
branch of the opulent family of the Mumfords, which has been 
seated, time out of mind, in the vicinity of Bruce Castle ; the 
notion was broached to a select few of the sisterhood, during a 
Sabbath walk homewards from the conventicle : the suggestion 
was relished ; and a conference was called, at which the sdieme 
was seriously brought forward, and gravely considered. At first 
there was a little boggling at the proposed title, as savouring, it 
was thought, of Loquacity ; but the objection was dropped, on 
an explanation that although the word implied conversation, no 
one would be bidden to discourse against their own inclination ; 
nay that, even amongst other persuasions, the conversazioni were 
frequency as distant as possible from a Negro " Talk," or aEed 
Indian " Palaver." This little demur excepted, the plan went 
on swimmingly, and was finally adopted with the subdued hum 
which, in that quiet-loving community, is equivalent to aooUm»> 
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tions. A secretary was formally piopoeed, and tacitly choaea 
unanimoQsly ; being no other than the fair Foondiess herself the 
mild-spoken and meek-eyed Enih Mumford. A few brief roles 
were then drawn up, and, after no debate, agreed to^— «ome of 
them, considering the constitutional taciturnity of the sect, being 
sufficiently superfluous, as guarding against what Bubb Dodding- 
ton called " a multiplicity of talk." For instance, the 9th role 
provided, that " no brother or sister should indulge in rambling 
irrelevant discourse, embracing a profusion of topics, wide of th« 
matter in hand." The 10th, that "no two or more Prienda 
should disburden themselves of speech at one and the same 
time;" and the 12th, that "no member of this society shall 
deliver himself or herself with unreasonable continuity, to the 
prevention of other Eriends who might desire to speak to the 
matter." Prom the list of subjects to be " spoken to " politics 
and polemics were excluded ; but poetry was allowed, or at least 
connived at, the excellent example of Bernard Barton and the 
Hewitts having happily relaxed the primitive rigour of that 
proscription. Besides, it was well known, between Friends, that 
several of the younger female members, the fair secretary included, 
occasionally struck, or rather, as Quakers ought not to strike any- 
thing, twanged the lyre. For the rest, the society was modelled 
after other private literary associations; it was to meet twioe 
weekly, visiting the houses of the members in rotation, when 
original essays or papers were to be read, and afterwards dis- 
cussed; provided always, that they afforded any Debateable 
Land to make a stand upou, seeing that at the end of the rules 
and regulations, a special article earnestly recommended, that in 
the selection of subjects all such topics should be avoided " as 
might lead to differences of opinion amongst the brethren." 

Such was — ^for it is defunct — ^the Tottenham Friends' Con- 
versazione ; of whose existence I became aware but by accident. 
It was my g^d fortune, till lately, to live next door to a fiamil/ 
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of Quakers, and to make acquaintanoe with the eldest daughter^ 
a young lively maiden just wearing out the last of her teens. I 
am afraid in the austere brown eyes of her parents she was not 
strictly considered as the flower of their flock, being a sort of 
nonconformist among nonconformists, as was especially to be 
seen in comparing her with her younger sisters, who seemed to 
have been brought up, or stuck up, under the most starched 
discipline. Instead of their plain dose caps, — ^mere casts of 
their skulls taken in muslin, — she wore an aiiyfimciful structure 
of blonde and white ribbon, that a Parisian woman might have 
put on — at least of a morning. In lieu of their sleek mohair 
braids, her auburn ringlets flowed down her neck in all the 
" Unloveliness of Love-locks." To her star-like hazel eyes she 
allowed a little planetary liberty of circulation; whereas it 
seemed the object of the others, to keep their demure brown 
orbs as immoveable in their faces, as bad halfpence nailed to 
counters. Instead of screwing up her lips, as if she had just 
come, minus a masticator, out of Cartwright*s into an east wind, 
she sometimes gave her ivory teeth an airing, by smiling at some 
innocent fancy, to which she would give utterance, without trying 
to send her clear sweet voice, by a New North-West Passage, 
through her nose. As for her figure, it was none of those 
shapes which have no shape, and may be swaddled up without 
detriment in dingy drabs, olives, slates, and eoxxSy browns, — 
shapes which nature makes on her basin-pudding days, instead 
of using her best jelly-moulds — shapes like the bonnet-shapes 
which balance baskets of live mackerel. To see the symmetrica] 
Aachel standing near either of her sisters, you would think you 
beheld (borrowing a local image) Tottenham High Cross, beside 
the Waithman Obelisk. Accordingly, the orthodox warp ol 
her glossy satin was always »k>t with a woof of some one of 
those gayer prismatic tints, to wear which is reckoned, among 
the severer Foiites, " a pro&nation of the Bainbow, dafterving a 
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•Mond deluge." Ab wOl be teen heraafhr, ihe put a litUs blno 
bto her superfine ulken hoae ; sometimM I even fancied that I 
detected a tinge of the more fleshy pink — in short; ahn waa a 
Qoakenat, but not of the aad-brown aort — aaij a bnmetts. 




Witb the old Priends, her parents, I cannot boast that I waa 
even on speaking terms ; bat with the lovely and lively Rachel my 
BcqoEuntance had ripened even to the calling her by her Chriatian 
name ; end tbe reciprocation of her thou and thee, to wbich I 
waa led, not as a convertite, but flrom learning, in my French 
and German Qrammais, that the use of the second person 
nngular was an especial token of intimacy and affection. In 
this our neighbourly interconrse, a t^tem of mutual accommod^ 
tion sprang np between us, not by bills, but by books; for 
which she drew upon me by pretty Kttle notes of hand, that I 
dnly honoored. making them payable over the back gaidan 



-^^-^ 
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walL Drawings and pieces of new music were equally negoti* 
able. If I remember rightly, it was in return for Moore's 
Melodies — ^the exchange at the time being against me— that I 
received " Fox's Martyrs." It was rather a ponderous tome for 
a lover of light reading ; and if St. Swithin's Festival had not 
fallen on a very wet Sunday in the country, I might never have 
opened its leaves, — if indeed they did not open of themselves,— 
thus letting fall certain MSS. intrusted to their custody, and 
which I now proceed to make public. In a new edition of the 
" Curiosities of Literature " they would deserve a distinguished 
place. 

MIKUTES OF THE TOTTENHAM FRIENDS' CONVEB- 

SAZIONE i 

Established with a view to sober, Intellectual, and Literary 
unbendings. Now first held, namely, on the fourteenth day of 
the eleventh month, one thousand eight hundred thirty and 
four. Brother Mumford, the Father of the present humble Pen, 
in the chair. 

A most powerful and worthy setting forth, both in regard of 
numbers and our proceedings. Firstly, a word in season from 
Friend Oliver. Secondly, a draft of the rules. Thirdly, an 
opening poem ; meditation thereon until the tenth hour, when 
our sitting was completed. Many congratulations between the 
brethren on the order, quiet, and decency thereof ; myself as its 
humble founder, very joyously elevated — even unto the shedding 
of tears. 

17* Some awkwardness on this night, arising out of the pre- 
sentation of nine several Negroes' Complaints to be read forth. 
Precedence yielded unto Sister Skeldrum's complaint, in tespect 
of her being so ancient, namely three-score and ten. After 
which. Sister Panyer's was gone through, detaining us nearhand 

until our hour of dissolution. Friend Black in the chair. 
VOL. II. 23 
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SI. n» Negro CompUints naomad, wignei three man wort 
gotten over. Sitter Fagg kindly taking torn about witk me fa 
the delireranoe thereof. Friend Thome in the diur. 

84. A spue meet- 
ing. The Negro Com- 
plainta brought to as 
end, HTB one; Slater 
Bnmble consenting, on 
much perauaaion, to 
reaerre the Sorrows of 
Sambo for the Aboli* 
tion Anniveraary. 
Friend Woolley in the 

28. Friend Gieai- 
head read forth an 
original paper on the 
Mannera of the 
Beavera. Much medi- j 
tation thereon. Friend 
Stillfoz in the chair. 

1-18. Friend Seagrave in the chair. Sister Meeldng nad 
forth her Easay on Silence, but in ao humble a tone, that little 
thereof waa taken inward at our can. No debate thereon. 
Dorcas Fy"<=^> ^ visitor, craved to know whether Frienda, not 
being membera, were permitted to apeak on the anbject, and 
waa replied to in the affiimativB. Whereupon she held hei 
peace. 

6. Sister Knight read forth a self-oompoaed addieasing of 
herself unto Sleep. To which no objection was made by any 
preaent. Friend Knapp in the chair. 

8. On this night I plucked up courage, and eaaayed to read 
fbrth mine own Stansaa on Unireraa] Love ; but my voioe failing 
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me in the midst, it was completely fibdislied for me by Friend 
Thicknesse, who did perversely continue to pnmoimoe JewB 
instead of DnM, whereof came absurdity. Above all in the 
line which singeth, — "Descend ye Dews on this my head." And 
again, — " Te painted Flies that suck the Dews." 

12. No other member being prepared with originality, Sister 
Eumble read forth her Sorrows of Sambo. Much silent com- 
ment thereon. Brother Kersey in the chair, who shamefully 
suffered himself to be surprised with sleep. 

16. No lecturing, and, by course, no debate; only.medita- 
ion. A call made to order against Friend Dilly, who was in 
the chair, for untimeliness in asking the price of Anglo-Mexicans 
at a quarter before ten. 

19. Sister Fetterlock being a visitor in expectancy, every one 
confined themselves unto Newgate. Several of the brethren 
declared their convictions. Friend Roper in the chair. 

22. No lecturing. Sister Rumble distributed Sambo's Sor- 
rows amongst us, one unto each ; the which she had caused to 
be imprinted at her own risk and cost. Friend Boulter was the 
chair. 

26. No lecturing. It pleased our worthy Brother Upham, at 
his House of Welcome, to spread before us the creature com- 
forts most abundantly, with a great out-pouring of the foreign 
luxury, which is called Champagne ; the which was greatly dis- 
cussed; and Brother Upham thereafter rebuked for the same, 
for that it was not of the kind which is still. 

29. Friend Stock read forth a narrative of his own Life and 
Personal Adventures, the which held us for half an hour. Some 
debate touching the imprinting of the same, at the cost of the 
Society, in the shape of a Tract ; which was agreed to, but put 
off at the instance of Friend Stock himself, in order to give him 
time to live into the shape of a pamphlet. Friend Smallbonet 

went through the chair. 
82—8 
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18. Ulan were not suffideiit faiendi to maks a ntting, i 




16. At Sister Bumble's b; oonne of rotatioo. No other 

member present, save mine own self, as by duty bound. A 

deplorable falling away from the cause. Wliereof more hea^ 
after. 

^Uo Eecord here breaks off. The sodety probably did not 
proceed fartbeT, but died on the spot, of a complication of 
Innocent Jocularity and Sister Bumble, and was buried tadUy, 
with the fair Huth Uumford for its chief mourner. The other 
papers are in verse, and a reading of them will certainly per- 
suade the reviewera that they were premature in applying the 
designatiDn of " Quaker Poetry " to forgone lays aad lyrica. 
The fint is a genuine brown atndy after nature ; the Mcond t 
hint how Peace ought m^ to be proclaimed. 
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SOHHBT. 
BT R. M. 

How sweet thus dad, in Autniim's mellow Tooe^ 
With serioiu Eye, the nuset Scene to view I 
No Verdure decks the Forest, save alone 
The sad green HoUy, and the ofive Yew. 
The Skies, no longer of a garish Blue, 
Subdued to Dore-like Tmts, and soft as Wool, 
Beflected show their slaty Shades anew 
In the drab Waters of the clayey PooL 
Meanwhile yon Cottage Maiden wends to School, 
In Garb of Chocolate so neatly drest, 
And Bonnet puce, fit object for the Tool, 
And chaaten'd Pigments, of our Brother West ; 
Yea, all is silent, sober, calm, and cool. 
Save gaudy Bobin with his crimson Breast 



LINES 

ON THE CELEBRATION OF PEACE. 
BY DORCAS DOYE. 



And is it thus ye welcome Peace, 

From Mouths of forty-pounding Bores P 

Oh cease, exploding Cannons, cease 1 
Lest Peace, affrighted, shun our shores! 

Not so the quiet Queen should come ; 

But like a Nurse to still our Fears, 
With Shoes of List, demurely dumb, 

And Wool or Cotton in her Ears I 
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She ula for no trinmplul Arrli ; 

No Steeplea fbr their ropy TongocB ; 
Down, Dnimaticka, down. She needa no Mud^ 

Or bluted Tnimpa &om brasen Lungo. 

She wsnta no Noise of mobbing ThrooU 

To toll that She is drawing nigh : 
Why this Parade of tculet Coot^ 

When War has dosed his bloodihot Ejat 

fietuming to Uometdo Lovea, 

When War haa ceased with all ita Dk, 
Cq)tains ahould oome like sucking Dorea, 

With Olive BrancheB in their Bills. 




No need there is of rolgar Shoiu, 

Belle, Cannons, Trumpets, Pife, and Drum. 
And SoMiers marching all abont. 

To let Ub know that Feaoe is oome. 
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Oh mild should be the Signs and meek. 
Sweet Peace's Advent to proclaim I 

Silence her noiseless Foot should speak. 
And Echo should repeat the same. 

Lo ! where the Soldier walks, alas ! 

With Scars received on Foreign Grounds ; 
Shall we consume in Coloured Glass 

The Oil that should be pour'd in Wounds P 

The bleeding Gkips of War to close, 
WiU whizzing Eocket-Flight avail P 
Will Squibs enliven Orphans' Woes P 
Or Crackers cheer the Widow's Tale P 



SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 



THE MORNING CALL. 

I CANNOT conceive any prospect more agreeable to a weary 
traveller than the approach to Bedfordshire, Each valley re- 
minds him of Sleepy Hollow, the fleecy clouds seem like 
blankets, the lakes and ponds are clean sheets ; the setting sun 
looks like a warming-pan. He dreams of dreams to come. 
His travelling-cap transforms to a night-cap, the coach lining 
feels softlier squabbed; the guard's horn plays "Lullaby." 
Every flower by the road-side is a poppy. Each jolt of the 
coach is but a drowsy stumble up stairs. The lady opposite is 
the chamber-maid ; the gentleman beside her is Boots. He 
slides into imaginary slippers ; he winks and nods flirtingly at 
Sleep, so soon to be his own. Although the wheels may be 
rattling into vigilant Wakefield, it appears to him to be sleepy 
Ware, with its great Bed, a whole County of Down, spread 
" all before him where to choose his place of rest." 
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It was in a similar mood, after a long dusty droughty dog- 
day's journey, that I entered the Dolphin, at Bedhampton. I 
nodded in at the door, winked at the lights, blinked at the com- 
pany in the co£fee-room, yawned for a glass of negus, swallowed 
it with my eyes shut, as though it had been ** a pint of nappy," 
surrendered my boots, clutched a candlestick, and blundered, slip- 
shod, up the stairs to number nine. 

Blessed be the man, says Sancho Panza, who first invented 
sleep : and blessed be hearen that he did not take out a patent* 
and keep his discovery to himself. My clothes dropped off me : 
I saw through a drowsy haze the likeness *of a four-poster : 
" Great Nature's second course " was spread before me ; and I 
fell to without a long grace 1 

Here's a body — there's a bed ! 
There's a pillow — ^here's a head I 
There's a curtain — here's a light ! 
There's a puff — and so Good Night I 

It would have been gross improvidence to waste more words 
on the occasion ; for I was to be roused up again at four o'clock 
the next morning to proceed by the early coach. I determined, 
therefore, to do as much sleep within the interval as I could ; 
and in a minute, short measure, I was with that mandarin, Mor- 
pheus, in his Land of Nod. 

How intensely we sleep when we are fatigued I Some as 
sound as tops, others as fast as churches. Eor my own part I 
must have slept as fast as a Cathedral, — as fast as Young Bapid 
wished his father to slumber : nay as fast as the French veteran 
who dreams over again the whole Bussian campaign while dozing 
in his sentry-box. I must have slept as fast as a fast post- 
coach in my four-poster— or rather I must have slept "like 
winkin," for I seemed hardly to have closed my eyes, when a 
voice cried " Sleep no more ! '* 
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It was that of Boots, calling and knocking at the door, wMLst 
through the keyhole a ray of candlelight darted into my dumber. 

" Who's there P " 

" It's me, your honour, I humbly ax pardon — but somehow 
I've oversleeped myself, and the coach be gone by ! " 

" The devil it is I — then I have lost my place I " 

''No, not exactly, your honour. She stops a bit at the 
Dragon, t'other end o' the town ; and if your honour wouldn't 
object to a bit of a run — " 

" That's enough— come in. Put down the light — and take 
up that bag — ^my coat over your arm — and waistcoat with it — 
and that cravat." 

Boots acted according to orders. I jumped out of bed — 
pocketed my nightcap — screwed on my stockings — ^plunged into 
my trowsers — rammed my feet into wrong right and left boots 
— tumbled down the back stairs — burst through a door, and 
found myself in the fresh air of the stable-yard, holding a lantern, 
which, in sheer haste, or spleen, I pitched into the horsepond. 
Then began the race, during which I completed my toilet, run- 
ning and firing a verbal volley at Boots, as often as I could spare 
breath for one. 

" And you call this waking me up — for the coach. My waist- 
coat! — Why I could wake myself — too late — without being 
called. Now my cravat — and be hanged to you! — Confound 
that stone ! — and give me my coat. A nice road — ^for a run ! — 
I suppose you keep it — on purpose. How many gentlemen — 
may you do a week P— 1*11 tell you what. K I — ^run — a foot — 
further—" 

I paused for wind; while Boots had stopped of his own 
accord. We had turned a comer into a small square; and on 
the opposite side, certainly stood an inn wiih the sign of the 
Dragon, but without any sign of a coach at the door. Boots 
stood beside me aghast, and surveying the house from the top 
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to tlie bottom ; not & wreath of smoke came from a ehlnmej; 
the cmtaina were closed over every window, and the door was 
doted and shattered. I could hardl; contain m; indignation 
when I looked at the infernal somnolent visage of the fellow, 
hardly yet broad awake — he kept rubbing his black-lead eyes 
with hia hands, as if he would have nibbed them out. 

" Yes, you may well look — ^you have orerslept yourself with a 
vengeance. The coach must have passed an hour ago — and thqr 
have all gone to bed again ! " 

"No, there be no coach, sure enongh," soliloqniaed Boots, 
slowly raising his eyes from the road, where he had been searofa- 
ing for the track of receat wheels, and fixing them with a depre- 
cating expression on my face. " No, there's no coach— ~I ax s 
thousand pardons, your honour — but you see. Sir, what with 
waiting on her, and talking on her, and expecting on her, ard 
giving notice on her, every night of my life, your honour — why 
I sometimes dreams on her — and that's the case as is now ! " 
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THE LAMENT OF TOBY, 

THE LEABKED FIO. 



"A little Uuningi 



angeroQB thing." — PoPlfc 



HKAVY day ! oh day of woe t 

To misery a poster, 
Wly was I ever farrow'd — why 

Not spitted for a roastetF 

In this world, pigs, as well as men. 
Must dance to fortune's fiddlings. 

But must I give the classics up, 
Pot barley-meal and middlings F 
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Of what avail that I could spell 

And read, just like my betters. 
If I must come to this at last. 

To litters, not to letters P 

O, why are pigs made scholars of? 

It baffles my discerning, 
What griskins, fry, and chitterlings 

Can haye to do with learning. 

Alas ! my learning once drew cash. 

But public fame's unstable. 
So I must turn a pig again. 

And fatten for the table. 

To leave my literary line 

My eyes get red and leaky ; 
But Giblett doesn't want me blue. 

But red and white, and streaky 

Old Mullins used to cultivate 

My learning like a gard'ner; 
But Giblett only thinks of laid, 

And not of Doctor Lardner I 

He does not care about my brain 

The value of two coppers, 
All that he thinks about my head 

Is, how I'm off for choppers. 

Of all my literary kin 

A farewell must be taken. 
Good-bye to the poetic Hogg I 

The philosophic Bacon ! 
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Day after day my lessons fade. 

My intellect gets muddy; 
A trough I have, and not a desk, 

A sty — and not a study 1 

Another little month, and then 

My progress ends like Bunyan's; * 

The seven sages that I loved 
Will be chopp'd up with onions I 

Then over head and ears in brine 
They'll souse me, like a salmon. 
My mathematics turned to brawn. 
My logic into gammon. 

My Hebrew will all retrograde. 

Now I*m put up to fatten ; 
My Greek, it will all go to grease ; 

The Dogs will have my Latin ! 

Farewell to Oxford ! — and to Bliss 1 
To Milman, Crowe, and Glossop,— 

I now must be content with chats, 
Instead of learned gossip 1 

Farewell to " Town ! " farewell to " Gown ! " 
I've quite outgrown the latter, — 

Instead of Trencher-cap my head 
Will soon be in a platter ! 

O why did I at Brazen-Nose 
Bout up the roots of knowledge P 

A butcher that can't read will kill 
A pig that's been to ooliqge 1 
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For sorrow I could stick myself, 

Sut conscience is a dasher ; 
A thing that would be rash in man, 

In me would be a rasher 1 
One thing I aalc when I am dead. 

And past the Stygian ditches — 
And that is, let my schoolmaster 

Hare one of my two flitches : 
Twos he who taught my letters so 

r ne'er mistook or miu'd 'em. 
Simply by ringwg at the nose, 

According to BelV» system. 




TO A BAD RIDER. 



Why, Mr. Rider, why 

Tour nag so ill indorse, manP 
To make obserrers ay. 

You're mounted, but no hoTBemauF 



n Bcor AHDHm 
II. 

Vhh elbow* out lolar, 

Tliii thoagbt jon cut dolwr d 
^longh no Bngoon— HoHir— 

Toa're nirely of the snny I 




I hope to turn M.P. 

Tou have not any notion. 
So awkward you would be 

At " seconcUng a motion I " 
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Ut motlier bids me bind my bar, 
Bnt not the trade where I ihonld bindi 
To plfloe a boy — the how end « 
It ii the plague of parent-kind I 



She doM not hint the sUghteat phn. 
Not whet indentorea to endone; 
Whetha to bind him to a man.— 
Or, like Uawppa, to a bOTie. 



s#fe« 




What line to choose of lilcely riie, 
To something in the Stoclu at laat, — 
" Fast bind, fast find," the proreib crici, 
I find I cannot bind m fait 1 



A Statesman Jamea can nerar be; 
A Tailor F— there I only leant 
Hie chief oonoeni ia oloth, and he 
la ahrajB cutting hia ocaoan. 
TOL. u. ii 
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V. 

A Seedsman? — ^Fdnotlia?e1iimao; 
A Grocer's plum might disappoint; 
A Batcher? — no, not that — although 
I hear ** the times are out of joint 1 " 

VI. 

Too many of all trades there he, 
like Pedlars, each has such a pack; 
A merchant selling coals? — ^we see 
The buyer send to cellar back. 

VII. 

A Hardware dealer? — that might please. 
But if his trade's foundation leans 
On spikes and nails, he won't have ease 
When he retires upon his means. 

VIII. 

A Soldier? — ^there he has not nerves 
A Sailor seldom lays up pelf : 
A Baker? — no, a baker serves 
His customer before himself. 

IX. 

Dresser of hair ? — ^that's not the sort; 
A joiner jars with his desire — 
A Churchman? — James is veiy short. 
And cannot to a church aspire. 

z. 

A Lawyer? — ^that's a hardish termi 
A Publisher might give him ease. 
If he could into Longman's firm 
Just plunge at onee "inmediasBeesi 



M 
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XI. 
A shop for pot, and pan, and cup. 
Such brittle Stock I can't advise ; 
A Builder running houses up. 
Their gains are stories — ^may be lies ! 

XII. 

A Coppersmith I can't endure — 
Nor petty Usher A, B, C-ing ; 
A Publican no father sure, 
Would be the author of his being ! 

XIII. 

A Paper-maker ? — come he must 
To rags before he sells a sheet — 
A Miller P — all his toil is just 
To make a meal — ^he does not eat. 

XIV. 

A Currier ? — that by favour goes — 
A Chandler gives me great misgiving — 
An Undertaker ?— one of those 
That do not hope to get their living ! 

XV. 

I 

Three Golden Balls ?— I like them not ; 
An Auctioneer I never did — 
The victim of a slavish lot. 
Obliged to do as he is bid I 

XVI. 

A Broker watching fall and rise 
Of Stock P — ^I'd rather deal in stone, — 
A Printer P — ^there his toils comprise 
Another's work beside his 9mu 
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XTO. 
A Cooper F — ndther I nor Jem 
Hare anj tute or turn fat tlia^— 
A fish retailer F — bnt with him. 
One part of tnde ii alwayi OaL 




zmi. 
A Painter? — bng he would not lire,— 
An Artiat's a preceriona croft — 
In tnde Apothecaries give. 
But very seldom take, « diaogfat 
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xiz. 

A GUziei F — vihaX if he Bhonld tmaaii 1 
A Crispiii lie shall not be made — 
A Grazier may be laaing caib. 
Although he driveB " a roaiiiig trade." 

zx. 

Well, Bomething miut be done I to look 
Od all my little works around — 
James is too big a boj, like book. 
To leave apon the shelf unbound. 



But what to do F — my temples a/Ha 
Prom evening's dew till moming'i pearl. 
What course to take my boy to make^ 
Oh could I make my boy — a girl I 
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** And are ye sore the newB it tnie ? 

And are ye sore he*s weel?"— Old Sootgb Sqvo. 



i 



Thb great Doctor Johnson — ^himself a sufferer— -lias patheti- 
cally described, in an essay on the miseries of an infirm con- 
stitution, the mekincholy case of an Inyalid, with a willing mind 
in a weak body. " The time of such a man/' he says, *' is spent 
in forming schemes which a change of wind prevents him from 
executing ; his powers fume away in projects and in hope, and 
the day of action never arrives. He lies down delighted with 
the thoughts of to-morrow ; but in the night the skies are over- 
cast ; the temper of the air is changed ; he wakes in languor, 
impatience, and distraction ; and has no longer any wish but for 
ease, nor any attention but for misery." In short the Bambler 
describes the whole race of Valetudinarians as a sort of great 
Bitumen Company, paving a certain nameless place, as some of 
the Asphalticals have paved Oxford Street, with not very durable 
good intentions. In a word, your Invalid promises like a 
Hogamy, and performs like a Pigamy. 

To a hale hearty man, a perfect picture of health in an oakoi 
frame, such abortions seem sufficiently unaccountable. A great 
hulking fellow, revelling as De Quincey used emphatically to 
say, "in rude bovinb health, — a voracious hmnan animal, 
camel-stomached and iron-built, who could all but devour and 
digest himself like a Kilkenny cat,— can neither sympathise with 
nor understand those frequent failures and down-bfeakinga 
which happen to beings not so fortunately gifted witlji^'ii^elieate 
constitutions. Such a half-horse half-alligator monster cannot 
Judge^ like a Pufiy Judge, of a case of feebleness. The 
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oliested cannot allow for the narrow-breasted ; the robust for the 
no-bust. Nevertheless, e?en the stalwart may sometimes fall 
egregiously short of their own designs — as witness a case in 
point. 

Amongst my fellow passengers, on a late sea-yoyage» there 
was one who attracted my especial attention. A glance at hia 
face, another at his figure, a third at his costume, and a fourth 
at his paraphernalia, sufficed to detect his country : by his light 
hair, nubbly features, heavy frame, odd-coloured dressing-gown, 
and the national meerschaum and gaudy tobacco-bag, he was 
undeniably a German. But, besides the everlasting pipe, he was 
provided with a sketching apparatus, an ample note book, a gun, 
and a telescope ; the whole being placed ready fof immediate 
use. He had predetermined, no doubt, to record his Gkrman 
sentiments on first making acquaintance with the Gtoman Ocean ; 
to sketch the picturesque craft he might encounter on its sur- 
face ; to shoot his first sea-gull ; and to catch a first glimpse of 
the shores of Albion, beyond the reach of the naked eye. But 
alas I all these intentions fell — if one may correctly say so with 
only sky and water — to the ground. He ate nothing— drank 
nothing — smoked nothing — drew nothing — wrote nothing — shot 
nothing — spied nothing — ^nay, he merely stared, but replied 
nothing to my friendly inquiry (I am ill at the Qerman tongue 
and its pronunciation) " Wie befinden sea sick ?*' • 

Now, my own case, gentle reader, has been precisely akin to 
that of our unfortunate Cousin Qerman. like him I have 
promised much, projected still more, and done little. Like him, 
too, I have been a sick man, though not at sea, but on shore — 
and in excuse of all that has been left undone, or delayed, with 
other Performers, when they do not perform, I must proffer the 
old theatrical plea of indisposition. As the Bambler describes, 
I ha%e erected schemes which have been blown down by an ttf 
wind; I have formed plans, and been weather-beaten, like 



fun t^ j f IbniliT, bj ft dunge in tlte wemtber. Foe tnitinfTiJ tha 
Comic AoDul for 1839 ought properij to have been pnbluhed 
■ome fortj d&ja eadis ; bat wm obliged, u it wcve, to perform 
qoinntiiie, for waot of a. deui Bill of Healtb. Tbna, too, the 
patron of tbe preseot Work who baa tiJreii tbe troable to penuo 
certain chapter* under tbe title of Literary Seminisoenoes, will 
donbtleM bare compared the t4ne of them with an Apolt^ in 
Komber Six, whereiii, declining any attempt at an Anto-biog- 
raphy, a promiae waa nude of giving lacb anecdotes aa a bad 
roemotj and a bad bearing might have retained of my literaiy 
(Henda and acgnaintance. Hitherto, however, tbe fragments in 
queation hare only preaeated desultory glimpses of a goose qmll 
BtiU in its green -gosling-hood, instead of any recollections of 
"celebrated pens." The truth is that my malady forced me to 
temporise : — wherefore the land reader will be pleased to coo- 
■idcT the afbressid chapters but as so many " false etarta," and 
that Ifemory faai only now got away, to make play as wdl as 
■he can. 

Whilst I am thus closeted in the Confessional, it may be as 
well, as tha Pelican said, to moke a clean breast of it, and at 
onee plead guilty to all those counts— and some from long- 
standing hare become very Old Bailey counts — that haunt my 
conscience. The most numerous of these crimes relate to letters 
that would-not, could not, or at least did not answer. Others 
refer to the receipt of books, and as an example of their heinous- 
ness it misgives me that I was &voured with a little volume by 
W. and U. Howitt, without ever telling them iow^ pleased 
me. A. few offences, concern engagements which it was impossi- 
ble to fulfil, although doubly bound by principle and interest. 
Seriously I have perforce been guilty of many, many, and still 
many uns of omission : but Hope, reviving with my strength, 
promises, granting me life, to redeem all such pledges. In the 
mean time, in extenuation, I can only plead particularly that 
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deprecation which is offered up, in behalf of all Christian de- 
faulters every Sunday, — '*We hare left undone those things 
which we ought to hare done, — And there is no Health 



tn us: 



It IB pleasant after a match at Chess, particularly if we have 
won, to try back, and reconsider those important moves which 
have had a decisive influence on the result. It is still more in- 
teresting, in the game of Life, to recall the critical positions 
which have occurred during its progress, and review the false or 
judicious steps that have led to our subsequent good or ill for- 
tune. There is, however, this difference, that chess is a matter 
of pure skill and calculation, whereas, the chequered board of 
human life is subject to the caprice of Chance— the event being 
sometimes determined by combinations which never entered into 
the mind of the player *. To such an accident it is perhaps at- 
tributable that the hand now tracing these reminiscences is 
holding a pen instead of an etching-point ; jotting down these 
prose pleasures of memory, in lieu of furmshing articles 
" plated-on-steel," for the pictorial periodicals. 

It wUl be remembered that my mental constitution, however 
weak my physical one, was proof against that type-us fever 
which parches most scribblers till they are set up, done up, and 
may-be, cut-up, in print and boards. Perhaps I had read, and 
trembled at the melancholy annals of those unfortunates who, 
rashly undertaking to write for bread, had poisoned themselves, 
like Chatterton, for want of it, or choked themselves, like Ot- 
way, on obtaining it. Possibly, having learned to think humbly 
of myself — there is nothing like early sickness and sorrow for 



* To borrow an example from fiction, there is that slaye of eircnmttanoea, 
Oliver Twiat. There are few anthon whom one would oare to see mnning 
two heata with the same horse. It is intended therefore as a compliment, 
that I wiak Bos woold re-write the history in anestion from page 122, sup- 
posing his hero kot to have met with the Artful Dodger on his road to — *" 
his fortune* 
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"taldngtlie conceit " out of one — my yaniiy did notpresomdiB 
think, with certain jnvenile Tractidans, that I " had a call *' to hdd 
forth in print for the edification of mankind* Perchanoey the Yerj 
deep reverence my reading had led me to entertain for oar 
Bards and Sages, deterred me from thmsting myself into the 
fellowship of Beings that seemed only a little lower *than the 
angels. However, in spite of that very common excose for 
publication, " the advice of a friend," who serionsly recom- 
mended the submitting of my MSS. to a literary authority, with 
a view to his imprimatur, my slight acquaintance with the press 
was pushed no farther. On the contrary, I had selected a 
branch of the Pine Arts for my serious pursuit. Prudence, the 
daughter of Wisdom, whispering perhaps, that the engraver, 
"Bye, had a better chance of a beefsteak inside, than "Pje the 
Laureate; not that the verse-spinning was quite given up. 
Though working in aqua foriis, I still played with Castaly, now 
writing — all monkeys are imitators, and all young authors are 
monkeys — ^iiow writing a Bandit, to match the Corsair, and anon, 
hatching a Lalla Crow, by way of companion to Lalla Bookh. 
Moreover, about this time, I became a member of a private select 
Literary Society (alluded to at page 97 of the present work) 
that " waited on Ladies and Gentlemen at their own houses." 
Our Minerva, allegorically speaking, was a motley personage, in 
blue stockings, a flounced gown, Quaker cap, and kerchief, French 
flowers, and a man's hat. She held a fan in one hand, and a 
blowpipe in the other. Her votaries were of both sexes, old and 
young, married and single, assenters, dissenters. High Church, 
Low Church, No Church ; Doctors in Physics, and Apothecaries 
in Metaphysics ; dabblers in Logic, Chemistry, Casuistry, So- 
phistry, Natural and unnatural History, Phrenology, Geology, 
Conchology, Demonology ; in short, all kinds of Colledgy-Know- 
ledgy-Ology, including ** Cakeology," and tea and coffee. Like 
other Societies, we had our President — a sort of Speaker who never 
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Vpoke ; at least within my experience he never unbosomed him- 
self of anything but a portentous shirt fnll. According to the 
usual order of the entertainment, there was — ^first, Tea an^ 
Small Talk; secondly, an original Essay, whioh should have 
been followed, thirdly, by a Discussion, or Great Talk ; but nine 
times in ten, it chanced, or rather mumchanoed, that, between 
those who did not know what to think, and others, who did not 
know how to deliver what they thought, there ensued a dead 
silence, so " very dead indeed," as AppoUo Belvi says, that it 
seemed buried into the bargain. To make this awkward pause 
more awkward, some misgiving voice, between a whisper and a 
croak, would stammer out some allusion to a Quaker's Meeting, 
answered from right to left by a running titter, the speaker hav- 
ing innocently, or perhaps wilfully forgotten, that one or two 
friends in drab coats, and as many in slate-coloured gowns, were 
sitting, thumb-twiddling, in the circle. Not that the Friends 
contented themselves with playing dumby at our discussions. 
They often spok6, and very characteristically, to the matter in 
hand. For instance, their favourite doctrine of non-resistanoe 
was once pushed — if Quakers ever push — a little " beyond be- 
yond." By way of clencher, one fair, meek, sleek Quakeress, 
in dove colour, gravely told a melodramatical story of a con- 
scientious Friend, who rather than lift even his little finger 
against a Foe, passively, yea, lamblike, suffered himself to be 
butchered in bed by an assassin, and died consistently, as he 
thought, with Fox principles, very like a Goose. As regards 
my own share in the Essays and Arguments, it misgives me 
that they no more satisfied our decidedly serious members, than 
they now propitiate Mr. Eae Wilson. At least, one Society 
night, in escorting a female Fellow towards her home, she sud- 
denly stopped me, taking advantage perhaps of the awful locality, 
and its associations, just in front of our chief criminal prison, 
and looking earnestly in my face, by the light of a Newgate 
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square inch, at the doubly hazardous risk which Wordsworth so 
deprecates, of " growing double." So fareweU WooUett I Strange 1 
Bartolozzi I I have said, my vanity did not rashly plunge me 
into authorship ; bat no sooner was there a Intimate opening 
than I jumped at it, k la Grimaldi, head foremost, and was 
speedily behind the scenes. 

To judge by my zeal and delight in my new pursuit, the bowl 
had at last found its natural bias*. Not content with taking 
articles, like candidates for holy orders — ^with rejecting articles 
like the Belgians — I dreamt articles, thought articles, wrote ar- 
ticles, which were all inserted by the editor, of course, with the 
concurrence of his deputy. The more irksome parts of author- 
ship, such as the correction of the press, were to me labours of 
love. I received a revise from Mr. Baldwin's Mr. Parker, as if 
it had been a proof of his regard ; forgave him all his slips, and 
really thought that printers' devils were not so black as they are 
painted. But my top-gallant glory was in " our Contributors I " 
How I used to look forward to Elia ! and backward for Hazlitt, 
and all round for Edward Herbert, and how I used to look up 
to Allan Cunningham ! for at that time the London had a goodly 
list of writers — ^a rare company. It is now defimct, and perhaps 
no ex-periodical might so appropriately be apostrophized with 
the Irish funereal question — " Arrah, honey, why did you die P " 
Had you not an editor, and elegant prose writers, and beautiful 
poets, and broths of boys for criticism and classics, and wits and 
humorists. — Elia, Cary, Procter, Cunningham, Bowring, Bar- 
ton, Hazlitt, Elton, Hartley Coleridge, Talfourd, Soane, Horace 
Smith, Beynolds, Poole, Clare, and Thomas Benyon, with a 

* There was a dash of ink in my blood. My father wrote two novelfl, 
and m^ brother waa decidedly of a literary turn, to the great diaqoietoda 
for a time of an anziona parent. She tnapected him, on the atrwagth of 
aereral amatory poems of a very desponding cast, of being the victim of a 
hopeless attachment; so he waa cao^t, closeted, and catechised , and after 
a deal of delicate and tender somidi^ he confessed, not with the anticipi^ 
ted sighs and tears, but a very nnexpected burst of laoj^itflr, that he bad 
been gailty of translating some fragmenta ol Petrarch. 
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my remimscences, is eminently due, for I lost in )''"' not only a 
dear and kind friend, but an invaluable critic ; one whom, were 
auch literary adoptions in modera use, I might well name, u 
Cotton called Walton, my "father." To boiiow the eaineat 
knguage of old Jean Bertaut, as Englished by Mr. Cary — 

"ThoQ, chiaflj, liable ipirit, lor whoM Ion 
Jolt ^cl ud moonuag «U oar hesrta eogroM, 
Who aeoBg me derolal to tlia Nine, 
Didit hope lome fmilage from [hoM bndi of milMi 
Thoa didBt exciM me Uler thee (' uoand 
The Howe' uered hill; not only Ind 
Example, bat impirit me to reuh 
The fer-oS aomiDit by ihv frieodiy apsech, 

Hkt gneioni HflKTen, hanoni of oiir iga 1 
Hake the concloaion essver thy pieug*. 
Nor let it odl; tor Tain lortona aUnd, 
That 1 SatttrntlMj/vitaga— lowA'4 tiff Hand I" 

I was sitting one moroing beside our Editor, busily oorrecting 
proofs, when & visitor was announced, whose name, grumbled by 
a low ventriloquial voice, like Tom Pipes calling from tbe hold 
through the hatchway, did not resound distinctly on my 
tympannm. However, the door opened, and in came a atnuiger, 
— a figure remarkable at a glance, with a Sne head, on a small spare 
body, supported by two almost immaterial 1^. He was 
clothed in sables, of a bygone fashion, but there was something 
wanting, or something present about him, that certified he was 
neither a divine, nor a physician, nor a schoolmaster : from a 
certain neatness and sobriety in his dress, coupled with hia 
sedate bearing, he might have been taken, bnt that such a 
costume wouhl be anomalous, for a Qaato* in black. Ha 
looked still more like (what he really was) a literaiy Uodem 
Antique, a New-Old Author, a living ADachronism, con- 
temporaiy at oooe with Burton the Slder, and Colman the 
Tounger. Meanwhile he advanced with rathei a peculiar gut, 
Ms walk was plantigrade, and with a cheerful " How d'ye," and 
one of the blandest, sweetest smiles that ever brightened a manly 
HwitenanDe, held out two flngen to the fidltsri Tka two geo' 
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tlemen in black soon fell into disconne ; and whikt they oom- 
ferred, the Layater principle within me, set to woik upon the 
interesting spedmen thus presented to its specolations. It was 
a striking intellectaal &ce, fhll of wiiy lines, physiognomical 
quips and cranks, that gare it great character. There was 
much earnestness about the brows, and a deal of speculation in 
the eyes, which were brown and bright, and " quick in turn- 
ing; " the nose, a decided one, though of no estabUshed order; 
and there was a handsome smartness about the mouth. AU 
together it was no common face — ^none of those wiUow-pattem 
ones, which Nature turns out by thousands at her potteries ; — 
but more like a chance specimen of the Chinese ware, one to the 
set — unique, antique, quaint. No one who had once seen it, 
could pretend not to know it again. It was no face to lend 
its countenance to any confusion of persons in a Comedy 
of Errors. Tou might have sworn to it piecemeal, — a 
separate affidavit for every feature. In short his face was as 
original as his figure ; his figure as his character ; his charac^ 
as his writings; his writings the most original of the tf^. 
After the literary business had been settled, the Editor invited 
his contributor to dinner, adding '* we shall have a hare—" 

"And — and — and — and many Friends ! ** 

The hesitation in the speech, and the readiness of the illusion, 
were alike characteristic of the individual, whom his flEuniliars 
will perchance have recognised already as the delightful Essayist^ 
the capital Critic, the pleasant Wit and Humorist, the delicate- 
minded and large-hearted Charles Lambl He was shy like 
myself with strangers, so that, despite my yearnings, our first 
meeting scarcely amounted to an introductio|^ We were both 
at dinner, amongst the hare's many friends, out our acquaint, 
ance got no farther, in spite of a desperate attempt on my part 
to attract his notice. His complaint of the Decay of Befdsrs 
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presented another chanoe: I wrote on coarse paper, and in 
ragged English, a letter of thanks to him as if from one of hit 
mendicant clients, bnt it produced no effect. I had given up all 
hope, when one night, sitting sick and sad, in my bed-room, 
racked with the rheumatism, the door was suddenly opened, the 
well-known quaint figure in black walked in without any 
formality, and with a cheerful "Well, boy, how are youP" and 
the bland sweet smile, extended the two fingers. They were 
eagerly clutched of course, and from that hour we were firm 
friends. 

Thus characteristically commenced my intimacy with C. Lamb. 
He had recently become my neighbour, and in a few days called 
again, to ask me to tea, ** to meet Wordsworth." In spite of 
any idle jests to the contrary, the name had a spell in it that 
drew me to Colebrooke Cottage* with more alacrity f than 
consisted with prudence, stiff joints and a North wind. But I 
was willing to run, at least hobble, some risk, to be of a party 
in a parlour with the Author of Laodamia and Hartleap WelL 
As for his Betty Foy-bles, he is not the first man by many, who 
has met with a simple frtu;ture through riding his theory-hack so 
far and so fast, that it broke down with him. If he has now 
and then put on a nightcap, so have his own next-door moun- 
tains. If he has babbled, sometimes, like an infi&nt of two years 

* A cotuge o! Ungentility, for it had neither doable ooaeh-home nor 
wings. Like its tenant, it stood alone. He said, glancing at tlM Paternottar 
one, that he did not like ^ the Row." There was a bit of a garden, in whioh, 
being, as he professed, more fond of Men Sects than of Inaeets,'* he made 
probably his first and last obserration in Entomology. He had been watch- 
ing a spider on a goosebernr bush, entrapping a fly. ** Good God,** be said, 
*' I never saw such a thui^ ! Direistly he was caught in her fatal ipinniiu;', 
she darted down upon him, and in a minute tamed him oat, oompleteqr 
lapped in a shroud ! It reminded me of the Fatal Siatera in Graj." 

t A sort of rheumatic celerity, of which Sir W. Scott's favoarite drama- 
tiser seemed to bait a very accurate notion. Thoee who remember ** poor 
Terry's *' deliberate delivery, will be able to account for the shout of 
laughter which once rang throuj^out the Addphi green-room, at his 
emphatic manner of giving, from a manuacript-pli^, the stage directioQ of 
«« Enter , with — ar— lack— ri— ty I ** 
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old, he has also thought, and felt| and spoken, the beaniiM 
fiinoies and tender affections, and artleaa language, of the childiai 
who can say " We are ieom.** Along with food for babes, be 
has fiiniished strong meat for men. So I pat on my great ooal 
and in a few minutes found myself, for the first time at a door, 
that opened to me as finmUy as its master's heart; for, witbomt 
any preliminaiies of haU, passage, or parlour, one am^e step 
across the threshold brought me into the sitting-room, and in 
sight of the domestic hearth. The room looked brown with 
"old bokes," and beside the fire sate Wordsworth, and his 
nster, the hospitable Elia, and the excellent Bridget As for 
the bard of Bydal, Ids outward man did not, perhaps, disappoint 
one ; but the jpa2at>^, as the Indians say, fell short of my antidh 
pations. Perhaps my memory is in fault; 'twas many years 
ago, and, unlike the biographer of Johnson, I have ne^fer 
made BoEziness my business. However, excepting a diBCossioo 
on the value of the promissoiy notes issued by our younger 
poets, wherein Wordsworth named Shelley, and Lamb took Jdiin 
Keats for choice, there was nothing of literary interest brought 
upon the carpet. But a book man cannot always be bookish. 
A poet, even a Bydal one, must be glad at times to descend 
firom Saddleback, and feel his legs. He cannot, like the Girl in 
the Fairy Tale, be always talking diamonds and pearls. It is a 
" Vulgar Errour " to suppose that an author must be always 
authoring, even with his feet on the fender. Nevertheless, it 
is not an uncommon impression, that a writer sonnetises 
wife, sings odes to his children, talks essays and epigrams to 
friends, and reviews his servants. It was in something of this 
spirit that an official gentleman to whom I mentioned the pleasant 
literary meetings at Lamb's, associated them instantly with his 
parochial mutual instruction evening schools, and remarked, 
" Tea, yes, all very proper and praiseworthy— of course, you go 
there to improve your nUnds." 
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And yeiy pleasant and impToving, tbougli not of set purpose, 
to both mind and heart, were those extempore assemblies at Cole- 
brooke Cottage. It was wholesome for the soul but to breathe 
its atmosphere. It was a House of Call for All Denominations. 
Sides were lost in that circle, Men of all parties postponed their 
partisanship, and met as on a neutral ground. There were but 
two persons, whom L. avowedly did not wish to encounter 
beneath his roof, and those two, merely on account of private 
and family differences. For the rest, they left all their hostilities 
at the door, with their sticks. This forbearance was due to the 
truly tolerant spirit of the Host, which influenced all within its 
sphere. Lamb, whilst he willingly lent a crutch to halting 
Humility, took delight in tripping up the stilts of Pretension. 
Anybody might trot out his Hobby ; but he allowed nobody to 
ride the High Horse. If it was a High German, one like those 
ridden by the Devil and Doctor Faustus, he would chaunt 

" Geuty G«uty 
Is A great Eieauty," 

till the rider moderated his gallop. He hated anything like 
Cock-of'the-Walk-ism ; and set his face and his wit against all 
Ultraism, Transcendentalism, Sentimentalism, Conventional 
Mannerism, and above all, Separatism. In opposition to the 
Exclusives, he was emphatically an Inclusive. 

As he once owned to me, he was fond of antagonising. In- 
deed in the sketch of himself, prefacing the Last Essays of Elia 
—a sketch for its truth to have delighted Mason the Self. 
Knowledge man — he says, " with the Beligionist I pass for a 
Free-thinker, while the other faction set me down for a Bigot.'* 
In fact, no politician ever laboured more to preserve the Balance 
of Power in Europe, than he did to correct any temporary pre- 
ponderances. He was always trimming in the nautical, not in 
the political, sense. Thus in his ''magnanimous letter/' as 

Hazlitt called it, to High Church Southey, he professed himself 
24— S 
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H to soothe himself with old church-going images. I feiget its 
Xtian name, and what She Saint was its gossip. 

*' Ton should also go to No. 18, Standgate Street, a Baker, who 
lias the finest collection of marine monsters in ten sea counties ; 
sea-dragons, polypi, mer-people, most fantastic. You have only 
to name the old Gentleman in black (not the Devil), that lodged 
with him a week (he'll remember) last July, and he wiU show 
courtesy. He is by far the foremost of the Sayans. His wife 
is the funniest thwarting little animal I They are decidedly the 
Lions of green Hastings. Well, I have made an end of my say ; 
— my epbtolary time is gone by when I could have scribbled as 
long (I will not say as agreeable) as thine was to both of as. I 
am dwindled to notes and letterets. But in good earnest I shall 
be most happy to hail thy return to the waters of old Sir Hugh. 
There is nothing like inland murmurs, fresh ripples, and our 
native minnows. 

^ He eang in meads how tweet the brooklets ran, 
To the rough ocean and red restless sands. 

I design to give up smoking ; but I have not yet fixed upon the 
equivalent vice. I must have quid pro quo, or quo pro gmd, as 
Tom Woodgate would correct me. My service to him. 

" C. L." 

The letter came to hand too late for me to hunt the " lions ; ** 
bnt on a subsequent visit to the same Cinque Port with my wift^ 
though we verified the little Loretto, we could not find the Baker, 
or even his man, howbeit we tried al every shop that had the 
least sign of bakery or cakery in its window. The whole was a 
batch of fancy bread ; one of those fictions which the writer was 
apt to pass off upon his friends. 

The evening meetings at Colebrooke Cottage — ^where some- 
body, who twu somebody, or a literaiy friend, was sore to drop 
in — ^were the more grateful to me, as the London Magarine wit 
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now in a rapid decline; some of its crack oontrilratorB bad left 
it off, and the gatherings of the dan to eat, drink, and be menj. 
were few and far between. There was indeed one Yeniaon Feast 
whereat, I have heard, the scent lay more than breast high, and 
the sport was of as rich a quality ; but it was my chance to be ab- 
sent from the pack. At former dinners, however, I had been a 
guest, and a sketch of one of them may ser?e to introduce some 
of the principal characters of our ** London in the Olden Time.'* 
On the right hand then of the Editor sits Elia, of the plea- 
sant smile, and the quick eyes — ^Procter said of them that '* ihej 
looked as if they could pick up pins and needles " — and a wii as 
quick as his eyes, and sure, as Hazlitt described, to stammer out 
the best pun and the best remark in the course of the eyening. 
Next to him, shining verdantly out from the grave-coloared 
suits of the literati, like a patch of turnips amidst stubble and 
fallow, behold our Jack i* the Green — John Clare I In his 
bright, grass-coloured coat, and yellow waistcoat (there are 
greenish stalks too, under the table), he looks a very Cowslip, 
and blooms amongst us as Goldsmith must have done in his 
peach-blossom. No wonder the door-keeper of the Soho Bazaar, 
seeing that very countrified suit, linked arm-in-arm with the 
Editorial sables, made a boggle at admitting them into his re- 
pository, having seen, perchance, such a made-up Peasant 
"playing at playing" at tbimble-rig about the Square. No 
wonder the gentleman's gentleman, in the drab-coat and sealing. 

wax smalls, at W 's, was for cutting off our Green Man, 

who was modestly the last in ascending the stairs as an inter- 
loper, though he made amends afterwards by waiting almost ex- 
dusively on the Peasant, perfectly convinced that he was some 
eccentric Notable of the Corinthian order, disguised in Bostic. 
Little wonder either, that in wending homewards on the same 
occasion through the Strand, the Peasant and Elia, Stflvanua ei 
Ufba», linked comfortably together; there arose the frequent 
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cry of *' Look at Tom and Jerry — ^there goes Tom and Jerry I ** 
for truly, Clare in his square-cut green ooat^ and Lamb in hit 
black, were not a little suggestiye of Hawthorn and Logic, in 
the plates to " Life in London/' 

But to return to the table. Elia — ^mnch more of House 
Lamb than of Grass Lamb — ^avowedly caring litUe or nothing 
for Pastoral ; cottons, nevertheless, very kindly to the Northamp- 
tonshire Poet, and still more to his ale, pledging him again and 
again as *' Clarissimus," and " Princely Ckre,'* and sometimes 
so lustily, as to make the latter cast an anxious glance into his 
tankard. By his bright happy look, the Helpstone Visitor is 
inwardly contrasting the unlettered country company of Clod, 
and Hodge and Podge, with the delights of " London " society 
Elia, and Barry, and Herbert, and Mr. Table Talk, eummMUii-^ 
aliU — ^i.e. a multiplicity of all. But besides the tankard, the 
two ** drouthie neebors " discuss Poetry in general*, and Mont- 
gomery's " Common Lot " in particular. Lamb iniriitfa'ng on the 
beauty of the tangental sharp turn at ''0! she was fairl'* 

thinking, mayhap, of his own Alice W , and Chore swearing 

« Dal " (a clarified d— n) " Dal ! if it isn't like a Dead Man 
preaching out of his coffin I " Anon, the Humorist begins to 
banter the Peasant on certain " Clare-obscurities " in his own 
verses, originating in a contempt for the rules of Priscian, where- 
upon the accused, thinking with Bums, 

^ What ser'es their gramman? 
They'd better ta'en up spades and shooli, 
Or knappin hammers," 

vehemently denounces all Philology as nothing but a sort of 
man-trap for authors, and heartily dais Lindley Murray for " idp 
venting it ! " 

* Talking of Poetry, Lamb told me one day that he had Jost mat widi 
the most vigorons line he had ever read. *" Where?" **Oatol theCamdnls 
Head, all in one line — 

*^ To One ffmdrtdPoUqfPciitr • • £2 1%^ 



876 LmEABT B1MINIS0XK0B8. 

It most haye been at such a tune, that Hilton emuioed 

clerer portrait of G ^ when he was " in alt." He was 

hurdy, roughs and dumsy enough to look tmly matic — like an 
Ingram's rustic chaii; There was a slightness about his fiame, 
witii a delioaoy of featores and complexion, that associated him 
more with the Garden than with the Field, and made him look 
the Peasant of a Perme Om6e. In this respect he was as mnok 
beneath the genuine stalwart bronzed Plongh-Poet, Bimia, as 
aboTe the Parmer's Boy, whom I remember to haye seen in my 
childhood^ when he lived in a miniature house, near the Shephevd 
and Shepherdess, now the Eagle tavern, in the City Boad, and 
manufactured iBIolian harps, and kept ducks. The 8ai!blk 
Giles had very little of the agricultural in his appearanoe; he 
looked infinitely more like a handicraftsman, Umm-made. 

Poor Clare I — It would greatly please me to hear that he was 
happy and well, and thriving ; but the transplanting of Peasanta 
and Parmers' Boys from the natural into an artificial soil, does 
not always conduce to their happiness, or health, or ultimate 
well doing. I trust the true Friends, who, with a natural 
hankering after poetiy, because it is forbidden them, have ven- 
tured to pluck and eat of the pastoral sorts, as most dallying 
with the innocence of nature, — ^and who on that account patron- 
ised Capel Lofft's prot%6 — I do trust and hope they took off 
whole editions of the Northamptonshire Bard. There was much 
about Glare for a Quaker to like ; he was tender-hearted, and 
averse to violence. How he recoiled once, bodily-taking his chair 
along with him, — from a young surgeon, or surgeon's friend, 
who let drop, somewhat abruptly, that he was just come ** firom 
seeing a child skinned 1 " — Glare, from his look of horror, evi- 
dently thought that the poor infant, like Marsyas, had been 
flayed aUoe! He was both gentle and simple. I have heard 
that on his first visit to London, his publishers considerately 
sent their porter to meet him at the inn ; but when Thonma 
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necessarily inquired of the gentleman in green, '* Are you Mr. 
Clare P " the latter, willing to foil the traditionary tricks of 
London sharpers, replied to the suspidons query with "a posi- 
tive negative." ♦ 

The Brobdignagian next to Clare, overtopping him by the 
whole head and shoulders — a physical " Colossus of Literature," 
the grenadier of our corps — is Allan, not Allan Bamsay, " no, 
nor Barbara Allan neither," but Allan Cunningham, — "a 
credit," quoth Sir Walter Scott (he might have said a long 
credit) "to Caledonia." He is often called ''honest Allan," 
to distinguish him, perhaps, from one Allan-a-Dale, who was 
apt to mistake his neighbours' goods for his own — sometimes^ 
between ourselves, yclept the " C. of Solway," in allusion to 
that &vourite " Allan Water," the Solway Sea. There is some- 
thing of the true moody poetical weather observable in the baro- 
meter of his face, alternating from Variable to Showery, from 
Stormy to Set Fair. At times he looks gloomy and earnest and 
traditional — a little like a Covenanter — but he suddenly clears 
up and laughs a hearty laugh that lifts him an inch or two from 
his chair, for he rises at a joke when he sees one, like a trout at 
a fly, and finishes with a smart rubbing of his ample palms. He 
has store, too, of broad Scotch stories, and shrewd sayings; and 
he writes — no, he wrote rare old-new or new-old ballads. Why 
not now P Has his Pegasus, as he once related of his pony, run 
from under him P Has the Mermaid of Galloway left no little 
ones P Is Bonnie Lady Ann married, or May Morison dead P 
Thou wast formed for a poet, Allan, by nature, and by statoze 
too, according to Pope — 

**To snatch a grace hejfomd the reach of Ait/* 

And are there not Longman, or Tallboys, for thy Publishers F 
But alas 1 we are fallen on evil days for Bards and Bardiug, and 

* Somebodj happened to say that the Peasant ought to Hmt in the 
Percy Anecdotes, as an example of nncoltiyated genioa. ** And where will 
they stick me?** asked Clare, *« wiU they stick me in the hisdnct ? " 
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nine tailors do more for a man iban the Nine Mofles. The onty 
Lay likely to answer now-a-days would be an Ode (with the 
proper testimonials) to the Literary Fond 1 

The Beverend personage on the Editor's right, with the 
studious brow, deep-set eyes, and bald crown, is the mild and 
modest Cary — ^the same who turned Dante into Miltonio English 
blank verse. He is sending his plate towards the partridges, 
which he will relish and digest as though they were the Birds of 
Aristophanes. He has his eye, too, on the French made-dishes*. 
Pity, shame and pity, such a Translator found no better trans- 
lation in the Church 1 Is it possible that, in some no-popery 
panic, it was thought by merely being Dragoman to Puigatoiy 
he had Earned from the true faith ? 

A very pleasant day we " Londoners " once spent at a Ghis* 
wick parsonage, formerly tenanted by Hogarth, along with the 
hospitable Gary, and, as Ella called them, his Caryatides I f 
The last time my eyes rested on the Interpreter (of the House 
Beautiful as well as of the Inferno), he was on the Library steps 
of the British Museum. Ere this, I trust he hath reached the 
tiptop— nay, hath perhaps attained, being a Literary Worthy, 
even unto a Trusteeship, and had to buy, at Ellis*s, a few yards 
of the Blue Eibbon of Literature I 

Procter, — alias Barry Cornwall, formerly of the Marcian 
Colonnade, now of some prosaical Inn of Court — ^the kindly 
Procter, one of the foremost to welcome me into the Brother- 
hood, with a too-flattering Dedication (another instance against 
the jealousy of authors), is my own left-hand file. But what he 
says shall be kept as strictly confidential ; for he is whispering 
it into my Martineau ear. On my other side, when I turn that 

* I once cut out from a country newspaper what seemed to me m very 
good old English poem. It proved to be a fuavralizcUion^ by Cary, of a 
S'rench Song to April, by Remy Belleau. 

t The father expressing an uncertainty to what profession he should de- 
T0t6 m younger Gary, Lamb said, '* Make him an Apothe-Cary.'* 
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way, I see a profile, a shadow of which ever confronts me on 
opening my writing-desk, — a sketch taken from memory, the 
day after seeing the original*. In opposition to the " extra 
man's size " of Cunningham, the party in question looks almost 
boyish, partly from being in bulk somewhat beneath Monsieur 
Quetelet's " Average Man," but still more so from a peculiar 
delicacy of complexion and smallness of features, which look all 
the smaller from his wearing, in compliment, probably, to the 
Sanuans of Teutonic Literature, his locks unshorn. Neyerthe- 
less whoever looks again. 

Sees more than marks the crowd of eommoo mBn. 

There is speculation in the eyes, a curl of the lip, and a general 
character in the outline, that reminds one of some portraits of 
Voltaire. And a Philosopher he is every inch. He looks, thinks, 
writes, talks and walks, eats and drinks, and no doubt sleeps 
philosophically — ue, deliberately. There is nothing abrupt 
about his motions, — ^he goes and comes calmly and quietly- 
like the phantom in Hamlet, he is here — he is ther&— he is 
gone ! So it is with his discourse. He speaks slowly, dearly, 
and with very marked emphasis — the tide of talk flows like 
Denham's river, "strong without rage, without overflowing, 
full." When it was my frequent and agreeable duty to call on 
Mr. De Quincey (being an uncommon name to remember, the 
servant associated it, on the Memoria Technica principle, with a 
sore throat and always pronounced it Quinsy), and I have found 
him at home, quite at home, in the midst of a German Ocean of 
Literature^ in a storm, — flooding all the floor, the table and the 
chairs, — ^billows of books tossing, tumbling, surging open,— on 
such occasions I have willingly listened by the hour whilst the 

* Unable to make any thinff ** like a likeneis ** of a sitter for the varpoee, 
I have a sort of Irish facolty Tor taking faces behind their backs. Bat mj 
pencil has not been guilty of half the personalities attributed to it ; amongst 
others '* a formidabto likeness of a Lombard Street Banker.*' Besides that 
one would rather draw on a Banker than at him, I have never seen the 
Gentleman alluded to, or even a portrait oi him In my Uitt 
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Philosopher, standing, with his eyes fixed on one side of iht 
room, seemed to be less speaking than reading from a ''hand- 
writing on the wall" Now and then lie would diverge, for a 
Scotch mile or two, to the right or left, till I was tempted to 
inquire with Peregrine in John Boll (Colman's not HooVs)» 
" Do you nerer deviate ? " — but he always came safelj back to 
the point where he had left, not lost the scent, and thenoe 
hunted his topic to the end. But look 1 — ^we are in the amall 
hourS| and a change comes o'er the spirit of that '* old familiar 
face." A faint hectic tint leaves the cheek, the eyes are a d^gpiee 
dimmer, and each is surrounded by a growing shadow — aigns of 
the waning influence of that Potent Drug whose stapendooa 
Pleasures and enormous Pains have been so eloquentlj described 
by the English Opium Eater. Many, I have one of hia Con- 
fessions with his own name and mark to it : — an apology lor a 
certain stain on his MS., the said stain being a large purplisli 
ling, — " Within that circle none diurst drink but he,** — ^in 
the impression, coloured, of "a tumbler of laudanum 
warm, without sugar."* 

That smart active person opposite with a game-cock-lookiiig 
head» and the hair combed smooth, tighter fashion, over his fore- 
head — ^with one finger hooked round a gkiss of champagne, not 
that he requires it to inspirit him. for his ^it bubbles np ot 
iiself^is our Edward Herbert, the Author of that true piece of 
IMogtmphy, the Life of Peter Corcoran. He is " good with 
bolh hands,** like that Nonpareil Randall, at a comic verse or a 
scriooa stania — smart at a repartee — sharp at a retort* and nai 



* Oit m Tbkt to XorMk. I vm mach rarprucd to ficd tliat Opit 
OfM^ as U WW Tu^putr cslkhi, VM qaice is commoa ue in Um fcr^ ^ 
nUto «itP«|EM Om tow«r r . \tmt% . im tk$ ncMy Q/'dkt /«ul h is ooc pc«^«hte 
UM (ptnaai m tmh a nok ^^ lilt b*i md the CooivMiciLk^cr. ou^tu aoc 
«a» MMi^acc Kkaft m I>«bo» B^vlmdicrT vw «lnT«n co driak bj ch« «*~^ 
iM taA URMvdtaMt proof^ccta m Xoc^nsh H«atk. w tb« ''^ Ptnpfa bk 
tkn <Sraarr Vmqt cfoglQr b«.>K7 waMiet ol Oftmbrii^ aod Lim.»[3alunc ^i 
e^MBm w ua lWu^ Sicum mm of tiht ■apiiiii-inr jc — j cbds dlteii ijba 
«||lMiiid vvaiaa «ii ifii Uibawnui? 
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averse to a bit of miscliief. 'Twas he who gave the nmawaj 
ring at Wordsworth's Peter Bell. Generally, his jests, set off 
by a happy manner, are only ticklesome, but now and then they 
are sharp-flavoured, — like the sharpness of the pine-apple. 
Would I could give a sample. Alas 1 What a pity it is that so 
many good things uttered by Poets, and Wits, and Humorists, 
at chance times — and they are always the best and brightest, 
like sparks struck out by Pegasus' own hoof, in a curvet 
amongst the flints — should be daily and hourly lost to the 
world for want of a recorder ! But in this Century of Inven- 
tions, when a self-acting drawing-paper has been discovered for 
copying visible objects, who knows but that a future Niepoe, or 
Daguerre, or Herschel, or Fox Talbot, may find out some sort 
of Boswellish writing-paper to repeat whatever it hears 1 

There are other Contributors — poor Hazlitt for instance— 
whose shades rise up before me : but I never met with them at 
the Entertainments just described. Shall we ever meet any- 
where again? Alas! some are dead; and the rest dispersed; 
and the days of Social Clubs are over and gone, when the Pro- 
fessors and Patrons of Literature assembled round the same 
steaming bowl, and Johnson, always best out of print, exclaimed, 
" Lads I who's for Poonch ! " 



Amongst other notable men who came to Colebrooke Cottage, 
I had twice the good fortune of meeting with S. T. Coleridge. 
The first time he came from Highgate with Mrs. Oilman, to 
dine with " Charles and Mary." What a contrast to Lamb was 
the full-bodied Poet, with his waving white hair, and his face 
round, ruddy, and unfurrowed as a holy Priar's 1 Apropos to 
which face he gave us a humorous description of an unfinished 
portrait, that served him for a sort of barometer, to indicate the 
state of his popularity. So sure as his name made any temporary 
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stir, out came the canyas on the easel, and a leqnest from the 
artist for another sitting : down sank the Original in the publio 
notice, and back went the copy into a comer, till some fresh 
publication or accident again brought forward the Poet; and 
then forth came the picture for a few more touches. I sincerely 
hope it has been finished 1 What a benign, smiling face it was I 
What a comfortable, respectable figure 1 What a model, me- 
thought, as I watched and admired the " Old Man eloquent^" 
for a Christian bishop ! But he was, perhaps, scarcely orthodox 
enough to be trusted with a mitre. At least, some of his 
voluntaries would have frightened a common eyeryday con- 
gregation from their propriety. Amongst other matters of dis- 
course, he came to speak of the strange notions some literal- 
minded persons form of the joys of Heaven; joys they as- 
sociated with mere temporal things, in which, for his own part^ 
finding no delight in this world, he could find no bliss hereafter, 
without a change in his nature, tantamount to the loss of his 
personal identity. For instance, he said, there are persons who 
place the whole angelical beatitude in the possession of a pair 
of wings to flap about with, like ** a sort qf celestial poultry** 
After dinner he got up, and began pacing to and fro, with his 
bands behind his back, talking and walking, as Lamb laugh- 
ingly hinted, as if qualifying for an itinerant preacher; now 
fetching a simile from Loddiges' garden, at Hackney ; and then 
flying off for an illustration to the sugar-making in Jamaica. 
With his fine, flowing voice, it was glorious music, of the 
" never-ending, still-beginning '' kind ; and you did not wish it 
to end. It was rare flying, as in the Nassau Balloon ; you 
knew not whither, nor did you care. Like his own bright- 
eyed Marinere, he had a spell in his voice that would not let 
you go. To attempt to describe my own feeling afterward, I 
had been carried, spiralling, up to heaven by a whirlwind inter- 
twisted with sunbeams, giddy and dazzled, but not displeased, 
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and had then been rained down again with a shower of mundane 
stocks and stones that battered out of me all recollection of 
what I had heard, and what I had seen ! 

On the second occasion, the author of Christabel was ac- 
companied b^ one of his sons. The Poet, talking and walking 
as usual, chanced to pursue some argument, which drew firom 
the son, who had not been introduced to me, the remark, " Ah, 
that's just like your crying up those foolish Odes and Ad- 
dresses ! " Coleridge was highly amused with this mal-^propos, 
and, without explaining, looked slily round at me, with the 
sort of suppressed laugh one may suppose to belong to the 
Bey of TUtery, The truth was, he felt naturally partial to a 
book he had attributed in the first instance to the dearest of 
his friends. 

" My deab Chables, — ^This afternoon, a little, thin, mean- 
looking sort of a foolscap, sub-octavo of poems, printed on 
very dingy outsides, lay on the table, wMch the coyer informed 
me was circulating in our book-club, so very Grub Streetish in 
all its appearance, internal as well as external, that I cannot ex- 
plain by what accident of impulse (assuredly there was no 
motive in play) I came to look into it. Least of all, the title. 
Odes and Addresses to Great Men, which connected itself in my 
head with Eejected Addresses, and all the Smith and Theodore 
Hook squad. But, my dear Charles, it was certainly written 
by you, or under you, or una cum you. I know none of your 
frequent visitors capacious and assimilative enough of your con- 
verse to have reproduced you so honestly, supposing you had 
left yourself in pledge in his lock-up house. Gillman, to whom 
I read the spirited parody on the introduction-io Peter Bell, the 
Ode to the Great Unknown, and to Mrs. Fry ; he speaks doubt- 
fully of Heynolds and Hood. But here come Irving and Basil 
Montagu. 
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^ nmnit^m^ii, 10 i^dodt.—yol Choie^iiiijM. IlHm 
iomI them orer again, and I nnHmtmii wkj jm kne mmm'd 
ihe book. Hie pans aie nine in ten good — ■ 
tbe N ew^ or y tranaeeadnt. And ikea ike 
urw t ph of a Tohime of prrinnalirira and <■ ■ ■i^ « |ii»^if Uif i^ 
without a single line that ooold iniict the jninilwima l of an 
unpleaonoe on anj man in his senses ; saving and eicefi per- 
haps in the enTj-addled biain of the despiaer of your Jyi, If 
not a triumph over him, it is at least an ocv/m. TbcB, wor^ 
OTcr, and besides, to speak with becoming modestr, excepting 
my own self, who is there but joa who eoald wnte the mnsieil 
lines and stanzas that are intennixed ? 

** Here Gillman, come up to mj garret, and dnven bade bj ike 
goaidian spirits of four huge fiowcr-holden of onu^gaioiis 
roses and honeysuckles — (Lord hare mercy on his hysterical 
ol&ctoriea ! what will he do in Paradise ? I must have a pair 
or two of nostril-plugs, or nose-go^^Ies laid in his coffin)^— 
stands at the door, reading that to M'Adam, and the washer- 
woman's letter, and he admits tAe fact*. You are found ta ik€ 
maimer ^ as the lawyers say ! so, Mr. Charles ! hang yourself up, 
and send me a line, by way of token and acknowledgment. Mj 
dear love to Mary. God bless you and your Unshamabramizer, 

" S. T. COLKmilMiB." 

It may be mentioned here, that instead of feeling *' the in. 
fiwTtPOTnutl of an unpleasance " at being Addressed in the Odea, 
the onoe celebrated Mr. Hunt presented to the Authors a bottle 
of his best "Permanent Ink," and the eccentric Doctor 
Kitchiner sent an invitation to dinner. 

Piom Cokbrooke, Lamb removed to Enfield Chase, — a pain- 
ful operation at all times, for as he feelingly misapplied Words- 
worth, '* the wumng accident was not his trade." As soon as 
he was settled, I called upon him, and found him in a bald* 
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looking yellowish house, with a bit of a garden, and a wasp's 
nest conyanient, as the Irish si^, for one stung my pony as he 
stood at the door. Lamb laughed at fbe fun ; but, as the down 
says, the whirligig of time brought round its revenges. He 
was one day bantering my wife on her dread of wasps» when all 
at once he uttered a horrible shout, — a wounded specimen of 
the species had sHly crawled up the leg of the table, and stung 
him in the thumb. I told him it was a refutation well put in, 
like Smollett's timely snowball. '' Yes," said he, " and a sting- 
ing commentary on Macbeth — 

** Bg thsprickina o^ my thumbt, 
Something wickeathit toojf oomei.^ 

There were no pastoral yearnings concerned in this Enfield fe- 
moval. There is no doubt which of Captain Morris's Town and 
Country Songs would have been most to Lamb's taste. ''The sweet 
shady side of Pall-Mali," would have carried it hollow. In 
courtesy to a friend, he would select a green lane for a ramble, 
but left to himself, he took the turnpike road as often as other- 
wise. " Scott," says Cunningham, " was a stout walker." Lamb 
was a jp^rier one. He calculated Distances, not by Long 
Measure, bat by Ale and Beer Measure. " Now I have walked 
a pint." Many a time I have accompanied him in these 
matches against Meux, not without sharing in the stake, and 
then, what cheerful and profitable talk ! Por instance, he onoe 
delivered to me orally the substance of the Essay on the Defect 
of Lnagination in Modem Artists, subsequently printed in the 
Athenaeum. But besides the criticism, there were snatdies of 
old poems, golden lines and sentences culled from rare books, 
and anecdotes of men of note. Many, it was like going a 
ramble with gentle Izaak Walton, minus the fishing. 

To make these excursions more delightful to one of my tem« 
perament. Lamb never afiiected any spurious gravity. Neither 
did he ever act the Grand 8emar, He did not mad thai ooa- 

TOL. II. 26 
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moQ OQpT-book Rspcci, wbin 
oomiDJiid on aeooont of tlie mere lengtk of tkdr jem. Ai i^ 
forsooth, what is bad in stodt eonld be the better ftr kecpnig; 
at if intdtecta already motJkery, got anjthing but jmdhMttery fay 
l^Me of time 1 In this particiilar, he waa oppoaed to Soathej, 
or lather (for Soathar haa been oppoaed to himaeU) to hia Foem 
on the Holly Tree. 

•^ So Hriooi iboold ■ J yoath 
Tb> tboQgtitVi thrcag; 
~ RmldiMB 




So woold 1 wttm oMOff tha joaag lad gaj 

There waa nothing of Sir Orade about Lamb. On the eon- 
truy, at nght of a solemn risage that " creamed and mantjed 
like the «^"*^^"g pool," he was the first to pitch a m iaeh ierowa 
stone to disturb the dock-weed. " He was a boy-man," aa he 
truly said of £lia ; " and his manners lagged behind his yean.** 
He liked to herd with people yoonger than himself. Periiapa, 
in his fine generalizing way, he thought that, in relatian to 
Eternity, we are all contemporaries. However, without leekoo- 
ing birthdays, it was always " Hail fellow, well met ; " and al* 
though he was my elder by a quarter of a century, he nerer 
made me feel, in our excursions, that I was *' taking a walk with 
the schoolmaster." I remember, in one of our strolls, being 
called to account, very pompously, by the proprietor of an Enfidd 
Villa, who asserted that my dog Dash, who never hunted any- 
thing in his dog-days, had chased the sheep ; whereupon, £Ua 
taking the dog's part, said very emphatically, " Hunt Zambia 
Sir? Why he has never hunted wte/*' But he was alwaya 
ready for fim, intellectual or practical— now helping to pelt 
D ****** a modem Dennis, with puns ; and then to persuade 
his sister, God bless her ! by a vox et preterea nihil, that she 
waa aa deaf as an adder. In the same spirit, being requested 
by a young Schoolmaster to take charge of his flock for a day, 
« dming the onavmdable abacnoe of the Plrindpal," he willin^y 
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undertook the charge, but made no other uae of his brief author- 
ity than to give the boys a whole holiday. 

As Elia supplied the place of the Pedagogue, so once I was 
substitute for I^amb himself. A prose article in the Gtem, was 
not from his hand, though it bore his name. He had promised 
a contribution, but being unwell, his sister suggested that I 
should write something for him, and the result was the " Widow'* 
in imitation of his manner. It will be seen that the forgery was 
taken in good part. 

" DsAB Lamb, — ^You are an impudent rarlet, but I will keep 
your secret. We dine at Ayrton's on Thursday, and shall tiy 
to find Sarah and her two spare beds for that night only. Miss 
M. and her tragedy may be d d, so may not you and your 
rib. Health attend you. Yours, 

" Ihifield. T. Hood, Esq. 

** Miss Bridget Hood sends loye.** 

How many of such pleasant reminiscences revive in my 
memory, whilst thinking of him, like secret writing brought out 
by the kindly warmth of the fire 1 But they must be defened to 
leave me time and space for other attributes — ^for example, his 
charity, in its widest sense, the moderation in judgment which, 
as Miller says, is " the Silken String running through the Pearl 
Chain of all Virtues." If he was intolerant of anything, it was 
of Intolerance. He would have been (if the foundation had 
existed, save in the fiction of Eabelais,) of the Utopian order of 
Thelemites, where each man under scriptural warrant did what 
seemed good in his own eyes. He hated evil speaking, carping, 
and petty scandal. On one occasion having slipped out a9 
anecdote, to the discredit of a literary man, during a very confi- 
dential conversation, the next moment, with an expression of 
remorse, for having impaired even my opinion of the party, he 
bound me solemnly to buzy the stoiy in my own bosom. Ln 
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anotber case he charasteriBtically lebnked the baokbitmg npA 
of a oensorioiis neighbour. Some Mn. Candour telling him, ia 
expectation of an ill-natored comment, that IGaa ***, the 
teadher at the Ladies' School, had manud a pabUoan. ** Has 
she so P " said Lamb, "then I'll ha?e mj beer there 1 " 

As to his liberality in a peconiaiy sense, he passed (juyn 
Lamb of Elia) with some people, through having a settled but 
moderate income, for a great miser. And in truth he biew the 
▼alue of money, its power, its usefulness. One January night he 
told me with great glee that at the end of the late year he had 
been able to lay by — and thence proceeded to read me a serio- 
comic lecture on the text, of " Keep your hand out of your 
Pocket." The truth is. Lamb, like Shakspeare in the nniver- 
sality of his sympathies, coidd feel, pro tempore, what belonged 
to the character of a Gripe-all. The reader will remember his 
capital Note in the " Dramatic Specimens," on " the decline of 
Misers, in consequence of the Platonic nature of an afiTection for 
Money," since Money was represented by *'Jlmne3" instead of 
substantial coin, the good old solid sonorous dollars and doubloons, 
and pieces of eight, that might be handled, and hugged, and 
rattled, and perhaps kissed. But to this passion for hoarding 
he one day attributed a new origin. " A Miser," he said, " is 
sometimes a grand personification of Fear. He has a fine horror 
of Poverty. And he is not content to keep Want firom the door, 
or at arm's length, — but he places it, by heaping wealth upon 
wealth, at a sublime distance I " Such was his theory : now for 
his practice. Amongst his other guests, you occasionaUy saw 
an elderly lady, formal, fair, and flaxen-wigged, looking remark- 
ably like an animated wax doll, — and she did visit some friends or 
relations, at a toyshop near St. Dunstan's. When she spoke, it 
was as if by an artificial apparatus, through some defect in her 
palate, and she had a slight limp and a twist in her figure, oo- 
oasioned — ^what would Hannah More have said ! — by running 
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down Gleenwich Hilll This antiqaatod personage had been 
Lamb's Schoohnistress — and on this retrospective consideration, 
though she could hardly have taught him more than to read his 
native tongue — he allowed her in her decline, a yearly sum, 
equal to— what shall I say ? — to the stipend which some persons 
of fortune deem sufficient for the active services of an all-accom- 
plished gentlewoman in the education of their children. Say, 
thirty pounds per annum. 

Such was Charles Lamb. To sum ud his character, on his 
own principle of antagonism, he was, in his views of human 
nature, the opposite of Crabbe ; in Criticism, of Gifford ; in 
Poetry, of Lord Byron ; in Prose, of tbo last new Novelist ; in 
Philosophy, of Kant ; and in Heligion, of Sir Andrew Agnew. 
Of his wit I have endeavoured to give such samples as occurred 
to me ; but the spirit of his sayings was too subtle and too much 
married to the circumstances of the time to survive the occasion. 
They had the brevity without the levity of wit — some of his puns 
contained the germs of whole essays. Moreover, like Palstaff, 
he seemed not only witty himself but the occasion of it by exam- 
ple in others. " There is M******" said he, " who goes 
about dropping his good things as an Ostrich lays her eggs, 
without caring what becomes of them/' It was once my good 
fortune to pick up one of Mr. M.'s foundlings, and it struck me .vft 

as particularly in Lamb's own style, containing at once a pun 
and a criticism. " What do you think," asked somebody, '* of 
the book called * A Day in Stowe Grardens P* " Answer : — " A 
Day ill-bestowed." 

It is now some years ago, since I stood with other mourners 
in Edmonton Church Yard, beside a grave in which all that was 
mortal of Elia was deposited. It may be a dangerous confes- 
sion to make, but I shed no tear; and scarcely did a sigh es- 
cape from my bosom. There were many sources of comfort. 
He had not died young. He had happily gone before thai 
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iM ke ik)aU ski ^te latecmwIiBk tedmA 
kiB ipwsdi fin a Imk cUd. Kvllf ke ted Idl 
kim kii voKkik a nn kpqr! aadaboia all«ko«cnr mmk, of 
kirn kad depnted, ikflR wai «ilL BOR of kia ^ktt eoald BOi dift 

witk an. Ike ^nds of Ckadn Lamb vS «ilL be afaal I 



Oa ike poUkadoaof tke Odes nd Addrena^ 
eopin acre Knt tt ike su^jeeitioa of a fiiend, to Mr. fi""*^ 
and Sir Waher Sooct. The minister took no aodee of ika littfe 
vohnne; bat tke XKrrelis; did, in his i»sal kind manner. An 
ffirmtrif fiiend in wriULz to me, onoe ziade a number of **J«twl 
fcc, as the bot;ozi of the F^>er, adding 



"And tbcK Are xar pcisa thtt I place u the fooc. 
Hat j\:c suT p^ fccpt xhtz I ea::': scop to pak** 



li win torpnae no one, to obserre that the anthor of Waradej 
kad as little leisure for ponctuadon. 

** Sim WALTza ScoiT has to make thankfnl acfcnowkdgmenta 
ibr the copj of the Odes to Great People with which be waa 
ia fo u ied and more pazticularlr for the amusement he has reoemd 
firam the perusal. He wishes the unknown author good beakb 
good fortune and whaterer other good things can best support 
and CDOOurage his Urely Tcin of inoffensixe and humoroaB 



The first time I erer saw the Great Unknown, was at tbe pri- 
fate new of Martin's Picture of " Ninereh," when bj a striking 
^oaddfaMBt, one of our most celeb r ated women, and one of oor 
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greatest meD, Mrs. Siddons and Sir Walter Soott, walked simiil- 
taneoosly up opposite sides of the room, and met and shook 
hands in front of the painting. As Editor of the Gkm, I had 
afterwards occasion to write to Sir Walter, from whom I received 
the following letter, which contains an allusion to some of his 
characteristic partialities : — 

'*Mt dsab Mb. Hood, — ^It was veiy nngradous in me to 
leave you in a day's doubt whether I was gratified or otherwise 
with the honour you did me to inscribe your Whims and Oddities 
to me I received with great pleasure this new mark of your 
kindness and it was only my leaving your volume and letter in 
the country which delayed my answer as I forgot the address 

I was favoured with Mr. Cooper's beautiful sketch of the 
heart-piercing incident of the dead greyhound which is executed 
with a force and fancy which I flatter myself that I who was in 
my younger days and in part still am a great lover of dogs and 
horses and an accurate observer of their habits can appreciate, 
I intend the instant our term ends to send a few verses if I can 
make any at my years in acknowledgment. I will get a day's 
leisure for this purpose next week when I expect to be in the 
country. Pray inform Mr. Cooper of my intention though I 
fear I will be unable to do anything deserving of the subject. 
I am very truly your obliged humble servant, 

Edinburgh 4 March Walteb Soott." 

At last, daring one of his visits to London, I had the honour 
of a personal interview with Sir Walter Scott at Mr. Lockhart's 
in Sussex Place. The number of the house had escaped my 
memory ; but seeing a fine dog down an area, 1 knocked with- 
out hesitation at the door. It happened however to be the 
wrong one. I afterwards mentioned the circumstance to Sir 
Walter. Tt was not a bad point, he said, for ho was very foud 
of dogs; but he did not care to have his own animals with him. 



t 
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■bout London, " for tear he Bhonld be takai for B31 Gibbons." 
I then t(dd him I had Ulely been le&ding the Fair Maid of 
Path, whidi had reminded me of a rei; pleasant day spent 
maiqr yean before, beside the Linn of Campsie, the scene of 
Conachar's catastrophe. Ferh^e he dinned what had really 
ooooired to me, — that the linn, as a cataract, had greatly disap- 
pointed me ; for he smiled, and shook his head archly, and said 
he had since seen it himself, and was rather ashamed of it. 
" Bnt I fear, Mr, Hood, I have done worse than that before 
now, in finding a Konasteiy where there was none to be finind i 
though there was plenty (here he smiled again) of Cardaus 
Benediotns, or Holy Thistle." 

In the meantime he was finishing his toilet, in order to dine 
at the Duchess of Kent's ; and before he pnt on his craTat I 
had an opportunity of notidttg the fine massive proportiona of his 
boat. It served to confirm me in my theoiy that such mighty 
men ate, and most be, phyaically, as well as intellectually, gifted 
beyond ordinaiy mortals ; that their strong minds must be 
backed by strong bodies. Bemembeiing all that Sir Walter 
Soott had done, and all that he had suffered, methooght ha had 
been in more than one sense "aOiant in the Laud." After 
•ome more conversation, in the coarse of which he asked me if 
I enr came to Scotland, and kindly said he shoold be glad to 
•ee me at Abbotafoid, I took my leave, with flattering dieams 
in my head that nevei were, and now, alas I never can be, 
realiaedl 



And now, not to oondnde in too melancholy a tone, allow 
ler, to present to yon the following genuine letter. 
Ml, merely, for obrions teaaima, being diigoiaed. 
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To T. Sood, Etq. 

"ThoQ'rt a comical chap — so am I; but thou poeHaseat 
bruns competent to write what I mean ; — I don't — therefore. 
Brother Comic, wilt thoa oblige me (if 'twaa in my power I 
would you) — I'll tell you just what I want, and no more. Of 
late. Lord * * * haa been endeavouring to raise a body of 
yeomanry in this county. Now there's a man at Bedfont — a 
compounder of nauseona drags — and against whom I owe a 
grudge, who wbhea to enter, but who's no more fit for a tighter 
than I foi a punster. Now if you will just give him a palpable 
hit or two in verse, and transmit them to me by post, directed 
to A. B., Foat OfBoe, Bedfont, your kindness shall ever be 
remembered with feelings of the deepest sincerity and gratitude. 
His name is ' Jaubs Bookkr, Ghbhist,' Bedfont itfcomrte. If 
you disapprove of the above, I trust you will not abuse the con- 
fidence placed in you, by 'bplittihq.' You'll say, how can IP 
—by showing this letter to him. He knows the handwriting 
full well — but you'll not do so, I hope. Perhaps, if you feel a 
disposition to oblige me, you will do so at your first convenience 
ere the matter will be getting stale. 

" Youra truly, 

"A. B. 

" Perhaps you will be kind enough to let me have au answer 
from you, even if you will not condescend to accede to mj 
wish. 

" Feriu^ you've not Buffident particniara. He's a little fellow, 
flushed face, long nose, precious ugly, housekeqier as ngly, livaa 
between the two Peacock Inna, is a single man, very auxiooi to 
get possession of Misa Boltbee, a ward in Chanrciy with som^ 
thing like £9000 (wibh be may get it), is famous for his Qotrt 
Hedicine, sella jali^ (ahonld lilu to make him awaUow ul 
oanoe), always knows other people's business better than hit 



■ to chapel, and ii 



own, and to go to church, now goes to 
whole, ii a great ratcaL 
" Bcdfout u thirteen milei from London.' 




TUE CARNABY CORRESPONDENCE. 




THE CAENABY COKRESPONDENCB. 



Thiki ia no estimate mora ludicroiu thAn tW whkli b 
ftonwd bj nnthinking petwiu of the powen of Authon, Thui 
when a gentleman hu once viitten a Book, uy, on Domeitio 
Hedione, it is popularij supposed that he is competent to eom- 
poM a work on any subject whstever, from Tnnsoendental 
Philosophy down to Pive Minutes' Advioe on the Teeth. 8om^ 
thing of the kind is obserrable in the Antobiogrqihy of Bras- 
bridge, the Silrersmith, of Fleet Street, who tells us that after 
the publication of his Memoirs, he was hailed by a fellow-dtinn 
with " So yon have written a book I — why, for the fdtnre I shall 
flail TOU Shakspeaze 1" as if the ncorder of a set of " fiddle 
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headed " &necdotea became, ipso facto, on a par with the creator 
of Othello. For another instance I oan refer to my oitd humble 
experience. The anti-antiquarian nature of my literary re- 
tearches ia aufficiently well known; yet it did not prevent a 
grave retrospectiTe-looldng gentleman from one day concluding 
an acoonnt of some inedited architectural lemaina near While- 
hall, with — " I wonder now that yow, aa a writer, have nerer taken 
up the subject ! " The worthy ?.A.S, might aa well have sug- 
gested a plot for a Farce to Sylvanus Urban; — but such is the 
general opinion of the univenality of a genius that prints. 
Bearing this tendency in mind, it will not seem so extraordinary 
that the folbwing correspondence should be placed in the hands 
of the Editor of the Comic Anrm al by a respectable tradesman, 
who affirmed with tears in his eyes, that " it was a grave sub- 
ject, worthy of the serioos conaideratian of the Public." 



No. I. — To Muter Bbnianin CABN&Br, 7, Briganiiat iiow, 
DeplifDrd, London. (JFUh Spead.) 
Dbik Bedtbsb, 
I am trully sory to airow np yure relativ felings But it do 
seam to Mc as my deer Bob is beeing shamfully Iltretid at his 
Skull, Inclosd is the pore fellars too letters the last jist cum 
to hand. And were sich a bio to fathurly felings I have newer 
bean my hone Man ewer sins. Id appeer he hav wel oi bin 
StBTvd. Frays God his pore llulher is coald under the Hearth, 
it wnd apile the rest of hii hashes if so be she cood read his tail 
of pewtered meet. If she ad a delite hear abuv it were 
childrins legs strata And there Bellis wdl fild partickly groin np 
Tuths— and She wood av run creazy to think of the Constitusbun 
bein rewind for ewer and ever with tumd tabil Bear. And you 
too I no you will blead at art for the misriE of yore pore Nevy 
But I hop you win old up under it tho it be as it war a Sunder- 
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bonlt on oa boath. In respex of LamiDg it seam Iub mind lur 
bin reglectid to be nurrisbt up as well as is bodely Frem even 
to cumpare the too Leten my Bob rite a site better gud Ingliab 
nor hia Master witch to m; mind He mite h&w dun grates at 
Home in loo of paing sich mints of Munny for Skulling Bnt wat 
disapints me Most next to his fammishin is the Greek and Lattin 
w I did ait my Art upon to hav won clasicle Skollard bransh in 
the bmel;. Them too bnahera deaaires a wiping at a carta tale. 




and ao do that mawka with hir Iut gammux in javenal prewnta 
Unch gud it wur my sendin him abuT a dunin mile off i™*^ 
Lnnnun to uncomip hia morrils. Has for the Dockter I coA vt^ 
in my hart to strip his dipplomer orer hia years with n»y ^^ 

ands wen I think that in loo of techin the yung idear 1*** , ^^ 
shut he has mayhap stunted the Pore boys groth for J»i" -«jfc^"!=^ 
cum. But oTerpourin felings foiebids my dnwin moor P .^o^ 
of Bobs sn&Hn. I have had no stmnmuck evei sina tb^ 
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Dockt me down with the Nob. But it wood not be becommin 
a parrent and a Farthe to be rerealing in lucksris wile the Sun 
of his hone lines waa reyealing in fliblod beaf and vargis. To 
be sure these is felings that yon as an unmarred man cant enter 
into at full lenth, but as hone Unkil by fleash and bind you 
will enter into the hard boord partickly as ynre hone coarse of 
lif as had its scrimps and cum shorts and tort you what it is to be 
pincht in youre Fud. Wi i mite as well haT sent him to a short 
communing Yorksheer Skull at twenty pound per anum a 3reer and 
had his dose chuckt in to his Bed and bord. In the interium 
I hay forwardid him a cumfitting letter with a Won Pun Not 
to treet himself to sumat moor stayin and suportin nor 
stal pasteiy. But I do hop and beg Deer Bruther to hay your 
sentimints on the cas as you be moor caperble to adyise 
me than I am, and not to delay riting if so be ynre of- 
fldons dutis purvent pearsonally quitin the yard. I wnd 
haye tuck a place on the Humfud Stag and sit off at 
wons but Gk)wt forebid my cotching and so do Missis Eumsey 
for as yusial wen my felings is Frustratid all my Nerys is flone 
to my Fut. Pore Missis Eumsey simperthizes at eyyery thing 
and is quit as upsit in her sperrits for as she say altho but 
Houskeper her Bowls yams to Bob all as one with an hone 
hoffspring. She do say as Bobs a littel piggin brested and shoes 
simtoms of pullmary afectiou she trembil for fear poumess of 
bind sows seeds of sumthink fatle in his lunges. Indeed her 
mutherly hangsity offen remind a lass of her as lies yolting in 
All allows barking. With witch I conclud with all brutherly 
luy, hopping to here by return of Poast. I no you seldim or 
neyyer anser peples fayers partickly mine but I do hop as this 
hear is a matter of yitUe importins you wiU deyot a few 
minuets to 

Tnre luying but aflicted Bruther 

John Gabnabt, 
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P. S. If 10 be you thort b«at to poahaj off xpieaaivlj to Bob, 
WBlever ia diabttratid ont of pockit my Fuh ihHll Idver the hole. 
Pnpa yon may lick him to be tuolc sway at wona far it wud be 
a thowiend pitia to brake his apenit and he ia nyther tender 
artid as you may gndge by wat he rite of his pore late muther. 
Well, herin nose I war oerei in favei of taming Gota bat if so 
be they wood leform the Skulls I wood jine the Wiga. 

EMOLoavu, No. I. — To 7obm Oashabt, Ajwwv. Numier 
49, PolyimtliM Plact, MiU End Scad, Londo». 
HONOnaED Pakent, 

As the aight of his native Terra Pinna to the hardy Uariner 
on the pathlesa waste of the raat expanse of Ocean, ao are the 
filial aCectiona of a Son and School boy to inform we break up 
on Friday the 31st Instant ; when I hope to find Tourael^ com- 
prising all my Belatione and Frieoda, enjoying that greatest of 
Bleaainga, a state of salubrity. 

When wB add to thia the pleasing Sensation of acholastio 
Duties fulfilled with Attention, Induatiy, and Diligence, accom- 
panied by a preponderating Progress in aU jureuile Studies, Ob- 
jects, and Pursuits, a sanguine expectation ia indulged that the 
parental Sentimenta of Satisfaction will be Bpontaneonsly oon- 
ferred on the preaent half Tear, participating however with a 
due regard to health, comfort, and morals. Indeed it would be 
precocious to antidpste otherwise by the unrelenting Ti^IanM 
and Inculcation evinced by our Ouide, PhiloBopher, and FU«id, 
Doctor Darby and Aaaiatants, aalikewiaethe more than maternal 
Solicitude betrayed by Urs. Doctor D. who begs Lesre to 
cordially unite with the Same in Bespectfol Compliments. 

I am happy to say the improvement I have made in the Iiatin 
and Greek Tongues, including French and Italian, has been very 
great and snch as I trust to deserve and obtain hia Parent's, 
Uaater's, Friend's and WeQwisher's warmest appiDbstioa and 
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Esteem. And this Beflection will be enhanced to reflect, i^g» 
by being impressed upon by pious, Tirtnous, and loyal PrincK 
pies, every juTenile Member of tbe Establishment is a firm and 
uncompromising Supporter and Defender of King, Church and 
State. 

I will now conclude by giving my best Love to all BeUtions 
and Friends, and accept the Same from 

Honoured Parent, 
Your Dutiful and Affectionate Son, 

Robert Gabnabt. 



Enolosube No. n. — From ike Same to the Same. 

Deab Fatheb, 
I hope you wont be angry at writing of my own Acord and 
if you like you may stop the postage out of what yon mean to 
give me next time, but the other letter was all a flam and didnt 
speak my real mind. The Doctor frumpt it all up out of his 
own head, and we all copied it out for all our fathers. What 
I want to tell you is as the holidays is so nigh, I do wish you 
would make up your mind for me to be took away for good and 
all. I dont like the victuals for one thing and besides I am 
allmost sure we are not well teached. The table beer always 
gives me the stomach ake if I don't tie a string tight round it 
and I only wish you see some of Mr. Murphy's ruling when he 
smells so of rum Another thing is the batter puddings which the 
fellows call it putty, because it sticks pains in our insides, and 
sometimes we have stinking beef. Tom Spooner has saved a bit 
on the sly to show parents, but it's so strong we are afeard it 
wont keep over the three weeks to the holidays, and we are 
treated like gaily slaves, and hare and hounds is forbid because 
last time the hare got up behind the Chelmsford Coach and 
went home to his friends in Leadenhall Market. As for sums 
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we blow the ciphering Master lua got a Tutors Key becaoM 
theres a board at the bottom of his desk comes oat witb a little 
coaxing, and more dian that hes a cruel savage and makes love 
to Masters daughter, and ekes often courted in the school room 
because its where her father don't eome so much as anywheres 
else. The new Footman is anothra complaint The Doctor 
dont allow him nothing a year for his wages except his profits 
out of the boys with fruit and pasteiy, and besides being rotten 
and stale, hes ns burnt almonds twice since Micklenuu. Then 
wt are almost quite siire Monseur Le Smith dont know Italian 




at least we have always observed he never talks to tlie image 
boys, and the old Cook never favouTB no one now except Carter 
with sop in pans ever since his Mother come to see him, Andthata 

VOL. It. ZS 
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times besides the stomach akes and last week I was up in tlie 
nusseiy for being feverish and spotty, and I had to take anti* 
monious wine but nothing made me sick except the gmeL J^e- 
cious stujQf it is and tastes like slate pencil dust and salt. I was 
in great hopes it was scarlet fever or something catching that I 
might be sent home to you, but the fisician said my rash was 
only chickings or stinging nettles. Altogether I am so unhappy 
at not getting on in my learning that I do beg and pray to be 
took away, and I will be very dutiful and grateful all the rest of 
my days. Do, pray, do, and consider me down on my bended 
knees. And I will wish you every comfort in life if you will 
only provide for mine, and I will pray for your gout to go awaj 
for ever and ever, and then I will nurse your last days and be 
such a good son to you as never was except me. And in that 
case I owe three shillings to the footman and shouldn't like to 
leave the school in debt. I shall expect to see you come in all 
the coaches that go the road or at least that you will fetch me in 
a letter, and if I am disappointed I really do believe I shall go off 
my head or something. With which I remain 

Dear Father, 
Your dutiful and afiectionate Son, 

ROBEBT CaRNABT. 



No. II. — To Mister John Cabnaby, Number 49, Po^atUkm 

Place, MUe End, London, 
Dear Bbotheb, 
This is to acknowledge the favour of your family letter with 
enclosures, which came to hand as pleasant and welcome as a 
4-inch shell, that is no great treat of itself, and discharges a 
worse lot of botheration from its inside. Between both I got aa 
Port Boyal a headache as a man need desire from a bottle of 
new rum« for which, as it's not unbrotherly to swear at a nevy» 
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** dear Bob " and his school be d— d. Afl to my not answering 
letters, I (dwmf» do, provided they are either sauc^ or challeng- 
ing ; in which case, like answering a broadside, it's a point of 
duty and honour to return as good as you get ; — but for swop- 
ping sweet civil lollipop letters, lick for lick, it's more than [ 
would do with any female alive, let alone a man. And when 
yours are not loUipopping, they're snivelling, or else both toge- 
ther, as the case is now. However blood's blood : and so for 
once I will commit what you want, rather than accept your in- 
vite, and go up to help you and that old dry red cow. Mother 
Eumsey, to chew the cud of the matter all over again by word 
of mouth. As for harrowing up my feelings, or ploughing them 
up either, thank my stars it's a stiifer soil than that comes to. 
Why, my feelings are as tough — and not without need — as a 
bull-beef steak fresh killed, and take quite as much pitching into 
before they're as tender as you suppose. Likely it is, that a man 
who has rammed his head, as I have in Africa, into a stuck 
camel for a secondhand swig at his cistern, would come within 
sixty degrees of the notion of pitying a lubberly school-boy for 
having as much as ever he could swill of sour swipes I Then 
for bad food, the stinkingest beef I ever met with was none to 
be had, good or bad, except the smell of the empty barrel. 
That's something like what you call being pincht in my fud ; 
and so it was I reckon when I gave my watch, and a good seven 
shilling piece besides, for about a poimd of pork cartridges. So 
I'm not going to pipe my eye at dear Bob's short commons 
neither. It's all very well for pap-boating mothers to admire 
fat babbies while they're on the lap; but the whole human 
breed would be spoiled, if Mother Nature did not unspoil it 
again by sending us now and then to the School of Adversity, 
without a knife and fork and a spoon. I came in for a quarter's 
learning there myself, in the Desart as aforesaid, and one of the 
lessons I learnt was from the ostriches; namely, when yoa 
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can't get a regular cargo of food, you most go in ballast with 
old shoes, leather caps, or any other odd matters jou can pick 
up. There's nothing in life like bringing chi^s up haidy, if 
they're to stand the hammering we're all bom to, provided we 
are bom alive. I once heard a clever Yankee arguing to the 
some point. " Bear up your lads," says he, ** like nails ; and 
then they'll not only go through the world, but you may dench 
'cm on t'other side." And for my part, if I was a father, which 
thank God I am not, to my knowledge, I would mark down a 
week of Banyan days to every month in the Almanack, just to 
accustom the youngsters to take in and let out their bread hags, 
till it came natural ; like the Laps and Esquimaux, who spend 
their lives in a feast and a fast, turn and turn about, whereby 
their insides get as elastic as India mbber, and accommodate 
themselves to their loading, chock full or clean, as fulls out. 
I've kuown the time I would have given all my prize-money for 
a set of linings of the same conveuiency, as when it was coming 
to the toss-up of a cowry whether I was to eat Tom Pike, or Tom 
Pike was to eat me. Just rend the North Pole Voyages, and 
you will see that painpering bellies is not the exact course to 
make Captain Backs. So for all that*s been made on that tack, 
hitherto, you owe nothing but a higher rating to Doctor Darby, 
provided there's any step above Doctor in his service ; I'll even 
go so far as stand my snare towards a bit of plate to him, for 
not making my nevy a loblolly niilk-sop. That's my notion 
about hard fare. To be sure there was Mother Brownrigg was 
hung for going a little too near the wind in her 'prentices' in- 
sides ; but if the balance was squared, a few of the other old 
women would be run up to the yard-arm, for slow poisoning the 
rising generation with sugar-plum cakes and kickshaw tarts. 
And that your dear Bob has got a rare sweet tooth of his own 
is as plain as the Pike of Teneriffe, for it sticks out like a Bar- 
bery wild boar's tusks all through his precious complaints. 
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Whereby yoa bad belter clap a atopper on in time, Qaleaa mi-y 
hap you want him to g;row up in tlie bahion, which aeema now- 
a-daya for our young men to know, and think, and talk, aye and 
write too, about kitchen craft, — with their ptdfy oUn/t and w>U«]f 
vonffi — as if they was so many cook's matea at a French hoteL 
There's no disputing likings, but lather than be anch a macaroni 
dishdout daudy, as delicate as a lap-dog, Td be a tanupit's 




whelp at once, and sit up on my hind legs a-begjfing for the 
sop in the pan. Now if you're for his being one of thoM 
onabled-bodied objects of creation, I've no more to asy; 
for you have got the right bearings, and have only to atcnd 
on till yoa bring dear Bob and Molly Coddle into one. But if 
BO be on the contrary you have gumption enough to want to 
claw off that point, then dowD helm at onoe, and cut Ifothei 
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Etimsey adrift, plum cakes and all. IVe long bad on my miiMi 
to drop you a word of adyioe against that old catamanm, who 
knows fast enough that two bears' beads are nerer so likely to 
rub together as when they're a-licking the same cub. By the cub 
I mean my nevy, and the two old ones are you and Mother B. 
Besides it's been my observation through Ufe. Many*8 the 
young man and woman will live for years together in the same 
house, or make the India Toyage together in the same ahiqp, 
without hooking on, or even coming in sight of such a notioii; 
but neither I, nor anybody else, ever saw two old ones, he and 
she, in the like case, without their coming at long and at laat 
to a splice in church. So it is with an old cat and dog, that 
while they had a tooth in their heads could hardly abide in the 
same parish, whereas when they get on the superannuated list, 
you will see them as thick as thieves, and messing together in 
the same dish. The philosophy of it is more than I pretend to 
know, unless it be they're past fighting, and fit for no active sort 
of work ; — ^but so it is, as sure as the sea is salt. You had 
best then part company at once, if you don't want to see dear 
Bob mast-headed up to the back garret, or cooped down in the 
coal-cellar, on monkey's allowance ; such being the first steps a 
stepmother always takes in any story-book I ever read. I'm for 
my nevy having fair-play after all. So as I've subscribed to 
the bit of plate to Dr. Darby for case-hardening the fellow's 
carcass, you may set me down towards the spitefullest boat- 
swain's cat that ever was handled, in case it turns out he has 
neglected the boy's mind. I've seen a man seized up for a much 
smaller offence than crimping and inveigling a long hundred of 
lads at a time to a Sham Abram school, and swindling them out 
of the best part of the property about them, namely their 
juvenile time. It is only a streak above kidnapping, seeing that 
for any profit in learning the youngsters might as wdl spend 
their best years in the Plantations. Not but that Parents de- 
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serve a cobbing themselyes for putting a boy under a master 
without asking to look at his certificates. As for the Latin and 
Greek, mayhap they're no loss to take on about. The dead and 
gone tongues for a tradesman's son, that's going behind a 
iX)unter, is much of a muchness with fitting up a Newcastle 
collier's cabin after the pattern of a Leith smack's ; only that 
the gilding and polishing may be grimed and grubbed off again 
in the course of trade. Still, considering they were paid for as 
work done, in common honesty my nevy ought to have had them 
put in his head ; or at least something in lieu, such as Nayiga- 
tion or the like. His own mother tongue is quite a different 
matter; and thereupon I'll give you my mind, upright and 
downright, of the two School-letters. To be sure the Doctor 
likes weight of metal, and fires away with the high-soundingeit 
words he can get, whereby his meaning is apt to loom bigger 
than it is, like a fishing-boat in a fog ; and where there's such 
a ground swell of language, a seaman is apt to think there's no 
great depth of ideas ; but bating that, there's nothing to shake 
a rope's end at, but quite the reverse, especially as to teaching the 
youngsters to give three cheers for their king and country. Now, 
Dear Bob's letter- work on the other hand, with its complaints of 
hard fare, is only fit to be sung by a snivelling Swiss beggar boy 
to his hurdy gurdy ; besides many a chafe in the grammar and 
orthography, and being writ in such a scrambling up and down 
fist as a drunken purser might scrawl in a gale of wind. Now 
it's my opinion a landsman that hasn't his hands made as hard 
as horn with hauling home sheets nor his fingers as stiff and 
sticky as pitch can make 'em, has it in his power to write as fine 
penmanship as copperplate except for the want of good wilL 
So that the fault may be set down to my nevy's own account, 
and mayhap many of the rest, for no doubt there are skulkers at 
school as well as on board ship. My advice then is this, 
namely, just throw a shot across Dr. Darby's forefoot, to let him 
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komr yon me&n to orerhaul him, and demand a sight of tho 
•cbool log, and so forth ; by which yon will have latisfaotioB 
one way or another; and putting the case he has gone to lee- 
waid of his duty, why, then come hammer and tongs, and blaze 
away at him to your heart's ooutent. The next step in courae 
will be to tale my nery &om under his orden, and And him a 
berth in a weU officered ship ; and 1 am ready so far to do an 
uncle's part by the lad, as help to look out for a proper weU- 
appointed craft. That's my advice whether you steer by it or 
not — and so no more at present, and not sorry to belay — from 
Dear John, Tour loving Brother, 
Ben Caknabt. 



Ho. III. — 2b Mr. Bekjauin Caknabt, BriganUne Jto», 
2kp(ford, London. 
DxEB Bbutheb, 
This is to acnolidge the faver of your verry hash letter as I 
am complld to call ittbothasregarddeerBobandthatveny wur- 
thy sole, pore Mt». Rumscy. lamsory toGndyoucanbareagrug 
■o loDg, for I am shure she is too oblecging aud civil spokin to 
hav disagred to your smokin in the parler if so be she had none 
you maid it sich a int. As for her inwiggtin me into becununin 
a step farther to my one child watever old brut bares aud cats 
and. dogs may do, I hop my Virtu will purtect me &om infid- 
dlety to a former ti. As for pore Bob, he bav no more sweat 
teth then all boys ia bom with, and if he do rite wiUi 
S bad hand, i newer cud rite any grate shacks myself on an 
emti stummach. But that's what you can't or won't inter into, 
no more than I can inter into cammil's inside or hoatridges 
eating their old shues aud lether caps. In regard to yure advis 
th iinUng yon oU the sam, but meea to foUei my hone, not 
but wat it wan uaibaal. {ta )ou to recumend acotding to yure 
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one line of Uf, to worn fiting and dueling is sekonand nater. 
Ab aach hainmer and tongea and blazia away piallea wood 
be quit in yure spear, but aa for my wantio aatiafoiion of 
Doctor Darby, and ahuting his fore feet, or hia hind feet 
ether, or inded any wares ela, is moor than I coud promia tho no 




duut meat kindly, but I am nun of yure wiugin amers. Besids 
being agin the Bibil aud Goapil and only fit for gentilmen born. 
Still I tak as frendty ment, aa well as yure offir to git yure nevy 
a siteation on bord ship witeh wood be a ahure way to buny my 
dissent to the Tom. The aee always was a haw to my mind, 
and if it litind or a grate heny gal came, I ahud transpire with 
frite ; or be thinkin on fogie nitea of the ship lossing her way and 
gittin out of her depth. Howaumever I feal grateful for the 
horible idear, tho I cant xcept, and in meen time have nt to Dr. 
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D. to renumterit and aslc him to aay candiddle wether he hav 
atBird deer Bob aud ruind hia mind or no. I faver with a coppy 
of mine and will forewaid hisn wen it cnm, and as my gowt ia 
mendin, mayhap I may go down to rumfud aum of thes days, 
and look into erery think with my one ize. 

I am Deer Benjamin 

Yure loving Bruther 

John Cabhabt. 



(Copy.) 

3b Dr. Dakbt Socratu Hovs School Eatablitmint, AHi^\id 

Essex. 

DooTBB Dabby Sue, 

If so be a farther and a Parriiit may talc so grate a libberty, 

its my wish to rite about my Sun. Not beiu a akollard, oing 




'■Wl noyr HOW WHlt WE ON DO TILL WI I»." 

to neglected genus in yuth, I am unrompitent to be a Gu<lg>; 
and war induat to sho the skull tetter to my Bruther Benjamin, 
of tbe late BitlliIftijw\Lo\iwVnvi»>T buck laming for hia ^heen, 
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beads seein forren parts and he do say wot giye grate concern 
to All as is concamed, namely my Suns edication is fur from a 
thurro nollige of eyyery thing, and partickly his hostifografy or 
summat to that effect. As such is hily blammabil to yureself or 
tooters whos pro?ins war to propergit wot they had in their 
hone heds into them under them, insted of witch his imkel say 
he hay bin teecht moorignorans then anny think else. Witch is 
Terry ard considring mints of munny lad out, and hevin nose I 
have not bin sparring with him, but pade away at a grate rat, 
ever sins he war britchd. Hunderds cant kiver him from fust 
to last And nothin but blited hops arter all. Cirldmstancis 
purvented my having moor nor one acomplishment and that war 
my farthers bisness, but tho brort up hill miself I no the Valley of 
cdicashun. Warefor if it be no offens I wish to no candiddle 
from your hone Mouth wether you hav so unedicatted him as his 
Unldl suspex. At sam tim will esteam a faver to no if he con- 
tinny in gud helth witch ware always a littel dellicat and pecking, 
but I trust as how Eumfud hare and gud beaf and muttin and 
holesum wit bred and milk hav made him quit fat. His pore 
late muther lickwise made a pint of gud uuturnd tabel bear, as 
aU assiduities is injurus to yuth. As she used to say, pore sole, 
fud and flanning saves fisick. Allso I hop and trust you disa- 
low the boys of advanst years tirenizing over the weekly wons, 
or savedge tooters as is apt to sho lickings and dislickings. The 
tooters morrils in course is a car not overluckd, but sweetharting 
demand constant vigilings to gard agin its cumming in clandes- 
tiny where it ort not. Mrs. Eumsey also begs to apollogiz for 
naming damp beds, but in coarse Misses Doctor Darby have a 
muther's feelings about damp lining for boys boddis. All witch 
will give grate sattisfaxun to here, as in case of the revers par- 
rintel duty will feal hobbligated to remov afore the mischief go 
to fur. I shall luck eggerly for your anser and trust you will 
emorace all the queerys. I ashore it will giy grate pleshure not 
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to liaT to remove my custom, witk witch and respective onu- 
plimcDts, 

I remaue Dr. Darby Sur 

Your Terry liiimbel Servant 

JOHH Casnabt. 




No, IV. — To Muter Benjauin Carnabt, Bryaniine Rote, 

Deptford. 

Deeb Benjauin, 

Inclosd is Dr. Darby's eiplainative Not, nitch for oanr 

tbing I no to the contrairy is evrery thing as we cud lack for, 

without going into \.^& teUJes. He apear to hav no douta of a 
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missoomprehenshun on our parts, witch proye us to be boath 
in the rong as will be a grate comfit to you and deer Beojamin. 

Ture laving Bruther 

John Caknabt. 



(Thb Enclosubb.) — To John Cabnaby, JSiquire. 

Dbab Sib, 
In ancient Greece and Borne, so celebrated for their classical 
Attainments, it would haye been considered derogatory to the 
Academical Dignity, for Scholastic Discipline to be subject to 
Animadversion from a Civic Character, professedly unconversant 
with Polite Literature in all its Branches. As the Principal of 
a Pedagogical Establishment, I might, therefore, objurgate with 
Propriety any irrelevant Discussion to be deprecated from such 
a superfluous source. Conscious, however, of standing on the 
Basis of an undeniable Prospectus, which professes to embrace 
Universal Knowledge, throughout the Circle of the Arts and 
Sciences, I am prepared to assert that a more Comprehensive 
System of Education could not be devised than that which is 
ascribed to the Establishment of Socrates House. If further 
Testimonials were necessary, I might triumphantly appeal to 
the Mental Cultivation of flourishing Members of Society, 
evinced in the successful Pursuit of Affluence, in the Eastern 
and Western Hemispheres, so advantageous to the Compierce, 
Wealth, and Power, of the United Kingdom. Such Testimonies, 
it is presumed, are sufficiently obvious to the most Unprejudiced 
Mind, to demand those unerring Principles of fostering Talent, 
inviting Emulation, and stimulating Enquiry, combined with 
Moral, Intellectual, and Dietetical qualities, such as to command 
the unreserved Approbation and Confidence of all parties engaged 
in the important Task of Juvenile Tuition. Trusting that the 
Prolixity of this ezplanatorv Statement will propitiate the 
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most Paternal Solicitmle, with sentimenta in accordanee with tlu 
rapid Fn^reu of Huinau CiTiluatiDn, permit me to tubscribe 
myself, with every feeling of respect, 

Dear Sir, 
Tour most obedient, faithful, humble serrant, 
SiuoH Dakbt, LL.D, 




No. v.— Zb Mr. John Cauhaby, 49, Polyaaikat Plaet, 
Mile End Road, London. 
Dear Bkotiieb, 
If I was to write what cornea uppermost, I should stand a 
chance of a place I won't name. But you always was a you- 
know-what, and as the proverb says, there's never a one like 
yon now you sie old. As for the school, it's the nest of a land 
pinte ; and for any good to his miud, dear Bob might as well 
be in the Hulks. However it won't do to let you go and make 
a so-nnd-BOOt yoiiwelS d\<na the country — whereby, luckily 
for yov>, tlien'a «cl oH ifta'^nvate Qli[£aift\iw^\f:^itRumfiHd, 
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and M I can kill him snd my Kevy with the same stone. So 
let Hiater Doctor Darby look out for aqualla, and that'a all tam 
Tour loving Brotlier, 

BsN Oasit ABT. 




No. VI.— (JVoM the 8aiM to the Same.) 

Dbar Bkotbeb, 

Thia ifl to aay 1 made this place, namely Rumford, yecterdwr 

morning about 10 A.M., and immediately bore aivay to Socratea 

House, and asked for my nery, — but you shall have it logged 

down bU fair and square. 

Well, after a haul at the bell, and ao forth, I wai piloted into 
VOL. a. S7 
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a room, on the ground tier, by the footman, and a pastryfttoed 
son of a land cook he looked sure enough. Where, as Boon as 
may be, Mrs. Doctor Darby joins company, a tight little body 
enough, all bobbing up and down with courtesya like the 
buoy at the Nore, and as oily tongned as any rat in the G-reen* 
land Docks. By her own accoimt, she rated a step above 
Mother to six score of boys, big and little, and every man jack 
of them more made of, and set store by, than if they had been 
parts of her own live stock. All which flummery would go 
down with you, and the marines, mayhap, but not with old 
sailors like me. As for dear Bob, she buttered him of both 
sides, thick and threefold, as the best, sweetest, darlingest, and 
what not young gentleman of the whole kit, besides finding out 
a family likeness between him and his uncle, which if it's any 
feature at all, is all my eye. Next she enquired after you, the 
worthiest parent she ever knew, not excepting her own father, 
whereby I blest my stars you were not within hail; or you 
would have been flabbergasted in no time, with your eyes run* 
ning like scuppers, and your common senses on their beam 
ends. At long and last in comes my Nevy himself, as smooth 
and shining as a new copper; whereby says she, " I hope you 
will excuse untidiness, and so forth, because of sending for him 
just as he stood." That's how he came no doubt in his 
Sunday's breeches; besides twigging the wet soap-suds in his 
ears. " Here my sweet love," she sings out, " here's your dear 
kind unde so good as to come to enquire after your welfare.*' 
So dear Bob heaves ahead, and gets a kiss, not from me tho, 
and a liquorish lozenge for what she called his nasty hack. No- 
thing however but a colic with parched peas, as he owned to 
afterwards. " Now, then, Nevy," says I, " what cheer — how 
do you like your berth ? " when up jumps Madam like a scalded 
cat; and no or yes, I must drink the favour of a glass of Sherry. 
Bank Cape, John, as ever was shipped. Then Master Robert^ 
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bless him, mu$«t have a leetle glass too, but provided I approre, 
and a ration of sweet cake. Whereby says she, " Now I will 
leaye you to your mutual confidences " — as looked all fair and 
above board enough, if I had not made out a foot near the 
door. And in the twinkling of a handspike in sails Dr. Darby 
himself, with as many scrapes to me as if I was Port Admiral ; 
and as anxious about my old gout, — for I've got an easy shoe 
for a bunion — as if he'd been intimate with it in my great- 
grandfather's time. Well, we palavered a bit about the French 
news, and the weather, and the crops, whatever you like, let 
alone book learning ; but that was not my course, and impatient 
to see Tom Pike, besides, so I ran slap aboard him at once 
with an ask to see the school. As I looked for, he was took 
all aback; however Madam wasn't thrown so dead in tho 
wind, but jumped up to the bell tackle, and after a bit of a 
whisper with the servant, we got imder way for the school; 
but contrived to land somehow in the kitchen, with a long row 
of quartern loaves drawn up on a dresser to receive ns, like a 
file of marines. Then Madam begins to spin a long yam about 
plain food, but plenty of it, for growing youths — dear Bob's 
very lathy, John, for all that— and then comes the Doctor's 
turn to open with a preachment on animal foods, and what 
will digest, and what won't ; tho' for my own part, I never met 
with any meat but would do it in time, more or less. So by 
way of clapping a stopper I made bold to remind that time is 
short tho' life is long, and thereby luffing slap up to my Nevy, 
" Bob," says I, " what's the variation of the compass P " So 
Master Bob turns it about a bit, and then says he, *' Why, it's 
one leg shorter than t'other." Which is about as nigh it. 
Brother, as you are to Table Bay 1 And how it gave the Doctor 
a bad fit of coughing, which his wife caught of him as natural 
as if it had been the hooping sort — at last says she, '' Maybe 

Master Bobert has not progressed yet into navigatum." ** May- 
27—2 
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be not. Ma'am," says I, "and u ne'U try on another tack— 
Nery, what'i metaphyuCB ? " " Brimstone and Treacle," aaji 
Bob, as ready as gunpowder, and the lady loolced as satisfied aa 
Bob did — but the Doctor had another bad fit, and good reason 
why, for there's no more physic in metaphysics than a baby 
might take in its pap. By this time we were going ap stain, 
but lay-to awhile alongside a garden pomp on the landing, to 
have a yam about dowsing glims, and fire guards, and going 
the rounds at night; and as dear Bob hung astam, I yawed, 
and let fly at him again with " What's religion F " " The colio 
on Sundays," saya he, as smart as you like ; tho' what he meant 
by oolic the Old Gentleman knows. However both the Doctor 
and Madam pulled a pleasant face at him, and looked as pleased 
aa if he had found out the longitude ; bnt that was too fine 
weather to last, for thinks I, in course he can carry on a litfle 
further on that board, so says I, " Wbat's the main- top-gallant 
role of Christianity P " " Six weeks at Christmas," says he, 
as bold as brass from getting encouraged before. So you see, 
John, he don't know his own persuasion. In course we were 
all at wry faces again ; but the Doctor bad the gumption to 
shove Ilia ont of a window, and sing out an order to nobody in 
the back yard. As for Madam, she shot ahead into the sleeping 
rooms, where I saw half a hundred of white dimity cots, two 
warming-pans, and nine clothes baskets — Master Bobert'a berth 
among the rest. Next we bore away by a long passage to the 
kitchen agun, where two rounds of boiled beef had been pnt to 
officer the quartern loaves, and ao through the washeiy and pot- 
and-pannery into the garden ground, where I came in for aa 
long a yam about the wholesomeness of fresh Tegetables and 
salads, as if the whole crew of youngsters had been on the booki 
with the scurvy. Prom the cabbages we got to the flower- 
beds ; and aays the Doctor, " I don't circumscribe, or circum- 
Tmt, one or t'ofher i 1 iotf^ cawBnsBoS.T!iT-^«^^^ft wsholaeti- 
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cal works, but encourage perosing the book of Nature." — 
** That's yeiy correct, then, Doctor," said I, "and my own 
sentiment exactly. Nevy, what's Natural Philosophy?" — 
'* Keeping rabbits," says Bob; which soimds likely enough, 
but it's not the thing by sixty degrees. I can't say but I felt 
the cats'-paws coming over my temper; but I kept it under till 
we fetched the paddock, to look at the cows ; and that brought 
up another yam about milk-dieting ; and says Madam, '* when 
summer comes, our Doctor is so good as to permit the young 
gentlemen to make his hay." — " No doubt alive, Ma'am," says 
I ; " sayes hands, and good fun too, eh, neyy P — ^What's Agricul- 
ture P " However this time dear Bob chose to play sulky, and 
wouldn't answer good or bad ; whereby the Doctor crowds up, 
with a fresh question. " Now then. Master Bobert," says he 
pretty sharp, " I will ask you something you do know. What 
is Algebra,— Al—gebra P "— " Please Sir," says Bob, " it's a 
wild donkey all over stripes." — " There's a dear boy ! " cries 
Madam, the more fool she ; but old Darby looked as black as 
thunder at midnight. " I'm afraid," says he, letting go the 
toplifU, as one may say, of his eyebrows ; " I'm afraid there has 
been a little slackness here with the cat ; but, by your leave, 
Sir, and so forth, I will investigate a little into it myself. Now 
Master Bobert, take a puU at your mental tackle, for I'm going 
to overhaul your Mathematics: — How do you describe a tri« 
angle?"— "Please Sir," says Bob, "it's the thing that tingle- 
tangles to the big drum." Well, there was the devil to pay 
again, and no pitch hot 1 Old Darby looked as if he meant 
either to drop down dead on the spot of apoplexy, or to murder 
dear Bob ; he swelled and reddened up so about the wattles 
without hobting out a word. Por my own part, nevy as he 
was, I couldn't help serving him out a back-handed slap of the 
head, and then I tumed-to at the .schoolmaster. " So, Mister 
Doctor/' says I» " this is what you call a liberal education in 
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yoQT moidfeat F "— " Sir," nya ^ lookkg u stiff aa a ooqMnI 
jnat nude, "whatever your, some cursed long hard word may 
be, I cuinot oonsider myself liable for the lagging astem of, I 
most say, the dollest aailor in my vhole convoy." — '*Wby, 
blood and thunder I " sud I, for old Nick conld not have be^ed 




it — " you told me that Bob, my nevy there, was the handiest 
and smartest of the whole kil I " — " That was «•«, Sir," saya 
the lady hauling in betneen us — " and then I only spoke as to 
temper, as Greek and Latin are beyond a female's provinces" — 
which waa tme enough ; so I felt bound to b^ her pardon, 
which was granted : and we had smooth water again till we 
neared the school-room. Now then, thought I, look out for 
squalls, for my mind was made up to stand no nonsense firom 
the petty officers, IWl u \a kk^, f^\i«^[isiD. ^uhera. So I ranged 
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up alongside the most mathematical looking one I could pick 
out, by way of haying a bout with him at trigonometry ; but he 
chose to be as shy, and deaf and dumb, as a Gribraltar monkey 
just grabbed. "With submission, my good Six," says the 
Doctor, putting in his oar, '*Mr. Huckin may consider it a 
work of^supereror-something, and a going beyond oursel?es,to . 
re-examine him after the very satisfactory certificates that 
satisfied me myself."— " That's to say," says I, "in phiin 
English, that I'm to get nothing but what I can screw out of 
my nevyP" — "My dear Sir," says the Doctor, "^u mis- 
construct me entirely — the whole of the juyenile pupils are open 
to candid scrutiny. Suppose we begin with the classics. 
Master Bush, Sir, you will English me Me, hoe, koe.** — " This, 
that, and t'other," says Master Bush ; no great shakes of an 
answer, I guess, but it seemed to serre for a come-off. Then 
came my turn, so I asked who was the discoyerer of America P 
and may I neyer break biscuit again, if he didn't say " Yankee 
Doodle ! " Well, to cut off the end of a long yam, this was as 
good as there was to be got out of the best of them. One told 
me that Guy Fox found out gunpowder; and another that a 
solar eclipse was along of the sun's standing in its own light. 
What else I might haye learned, that J neyer knew before, must 
be left oyer for a guess ; for in the middle of the next ask, it 
was all hats aloft I and three cheers for a half holiday ; but if I 
had any hand in begging it, may I die ashore in a diy ditch ! 
Howeyer that was too much of a dog's trick to be took quietly, 
so I prepared a broadside, with a yolley of oaths to it, by way of 
small arms ; but before I could well bring it to bear, the Doctor 
hauls out his watch, and says he, " It's extremely bad luck, but 
there's a yoting this morning for a parish beadle, and I make a 
point not to let my priyate duties get to windward of my 
public ones." So saying, with a half-and-half sort of a bow, to 
me, he cut and run; Madamgetting athwart hawse so as to coyer 
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lui getting olr. la course it naa no use to waste spee^ upon 

her; but I made bold to d n the whole corejr of undcr- 

mastera, in the lump, as ft set of the sharkiiigest, loggerheaded, 
flute-playing, skulking, lubberly eons ^f grinning weavers akd 




tailon that ever broke bread. So the finish over all is, that I 
took my nerj away, traps and all ; and not an hour too Boon ; 
and with ^b in tow I made Tom Pike's, who was as glad 
to see hia old messmate as I was to see liim ; and what's 
moie, when he heard the bit of a brush I had enjoyed, he in- 
finmed me that Doctor Darby, LL.D., and what not, waa all 
one and the same with Darby the shipchendler, that went to 
pieces down at Wapping. You see then, as the chaplain aaya, 
that all's for the best either here or hereafter ; and so no more, 
tiU Monday, when I shall bring my nevy Bob to you, to make 
what yon will of bim, which J hope will be as like a man as 
possible. If otherwise, I won't promise not to change my name 
by act of parliament, and so be no relation to dear Bob, nor to 
you neither j and that's the real mind of 

lour loving Brother, 

Bbh Caknabi. 
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A RISE AT THE FATHER OF ANGLINO. 



Tbb memory of Izaak Walton has hitherto floated down the 
itnam of time without even a nibble at it ; but, alu I when 
u the long line eo pure and even that does not come lOODer or 
later to have a weak length detected in it P The MTereat critie 
of MoU^ was an old woman; and now a censor of the iBms 
■ex takes upon hcnelf to tax the immortal work of our Piicator 
with holding out on evil temptation to the rising generation. 
Instead of concurring in the general admiration of hii faicinat- 
ing pictures of fishing, she boldly BSMita that the rod 
has been the spoiling of ber child, and insists that in oaUtng 
the Angler gentle and i 
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wrong in hiB dMmg. To lender her •tiictiires moire UMacacttra 
she has thrown them into ^ poetical form; haring probaUjf 
learned by experience that a riijme at the end d[ a fine is a Toy 
taking bait to the generality of readen. Haikl how ahe latea 
the meek Fklmer whom Winifted JenMna would ha?e called ''an 
angle upon earth 1 " 

To Mr. Ieaak Walton, td Mr. Majok*8 ike Bo6kmXLu^% m 

Flea SkreeL 

Mr. Wahon, it*a harsh to say it, but as a VwKoi I can't beip 

wishing 
You'd been hung before you published your book, to set all the 

young people a fishing 1 
There's my Eobert, the trouble I've had with him it miipeiniija a 

mortal's bearing, 
And all thro' those devilish angling works — the Lord foigiYB 

me for swearing 1 
I thought he were took with the Morbus one day, I did with hia 

nasty angle I 
For ** oh dear," says he, and burst out in a cry, *' oh my got 

is all got of a tangle ! " 
It's a shame to teach a young boy such words — ^whose blood 

wouldn't chill in their veins 
To hear him, as I overheard him one day, a-talking of blowing 

out brains P ♦ 
And didn't I quarrel with Sally the oook, and a precious acold- 

ing I give her, 
" How dare you," says I, *' for to stench the whole house by 

keeping that stinking liver ? " 
'Twas enough to breed a fever, it was 1 they smelt it next door 

at the Bagots', — 

* Chewincr and spittioe oat biillock*8 brains into the water for 
bait is called hhwing qforaitu. Salterns Angler's Guide. 
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But it wasn't breeding no feTer — not it I 'twu mj Km »-hreed- 

ing of maggots ! 
I declan that I couldn't touch meat for a week, fbi it all seemed 

tainting and going, 
And after tmning mj atomacli ao, they tnmed to blnefliea, all 

buzzing and blowing ; 
Boys an naa^ enongli, goodness knows, of themselrea, witbont 

pnttjng live things in their cranlunis ; 
Well, what next ? but he pots a whole cargo of worms along 

with my choice genniums. 




And another fine trick, tbo' it wasn't found oat, till the boos^ 

maid bad given us warning. 
He fished at the golden fish in the bowl, before we wen vp and 

down in the moning. 
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I'm sure it was lucky for EUen, poor UuDg, that she'd got to 

attentive a lover. 
As bring her fresh fish when the others deoeas'd» which they did 

a dozen times over 1 
Then a whole new loaf was short I for I know, of coime, when 

our bread goes Cuter,— 
And I made a stir with the bill in my hand, and the man was 

sent off by his master; 
But, oh dear, I thought I should sink thro' the earth, with the 

weight of my own reproaches. 
For my own pretty son had made away with the loaf, to make 

pastry to feed the roaches ! 
I vow Tve suffered a martyrdom — with all sorts of frights ^nA 

terrors surrounded 1 
For I never saw him go out of the doors but I thought he'd 

come home to me drownded. 
And, sure enough, I set out one fine Monday to visit my married 

daughter. 
And there he was standing at Sadler's Wells, a-performing with 

real water. 
It's well he was off on the further side, for I'd have brain'd him 

else with my patten, 
For I thought he was safe at school, the young wretch 1 a study- 
ing Greek and Latin, 
And my ridicule basket he had got on his back, to carry hia 

fishes and gentles ; 
With a belt I knew he'd made from the belt of his father's regi- 
mentals — 
Well, I poked his rods and lines in the fire, and his father gave 

him a birching, 
But he'd gone too far to be easy cured of his love for chubbing 

and perching. 
One night he never came home to tea, and altho' it was dark 

and drippinfit 
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£[is father set off to Wapping, poor man 1 for the boy had a 

turn for shipping ; 
As for me I set up, and I sobbed and I cried for all the world 

like a babby, 
Till at twelye o'clock he rewards my fears with two gudging 

from Waltham Abbey 1 
And a pretty sore throat and fever he caught, that brought me 

a fortnight's hard nussing. 
Till I thought I should go to my grey-hair'd graye, worn out 

with the fretting and fussing ; 
But at last he was cur'd, and we did have hopes that the fishing 

was cured as well. 
But no such luck I not a week went by before we'd haye another 

such spell. 
Tho' he never had got a penny to spend, for such was our strict 

intentions, 
Tet he was soon set up in tackle agin, for all boys have such 

quick inventions : 
And I lost my Lady's Own Pocket Book, in spite of all my 

hunting and poking, 
TlU I found it chuck full of tackles and hooks, and besides it 

had had a good soaking. 
Then one Friday morning, I gets a summoning note from a sort 

of a law attorney. 
For the boy had been trespassing people's grounds while his 

father was gone a journey, 
And I had to go and hush it all up by myself, in an office at 

Hatton Garden ; 
And to pay for the damage he'd done, to boot, and to beg some 

strange gentleman's pardon. 
And wasn't he once fished out himself, and a man had to dive to 

find him, 
And I saw him brought home with my motherly eyes and a mob 

of people behind bimP 
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Tea, it took a full hour to rub him to life — ^whilst I 

screaming and raving, 
And a couple of guineas it cost us besides, to lewaid the Im 

mane man for his saving, 
And didn't Miss Crump leave us out of her will, all along of her 

taking dudgeon 
At her favourite cat being chok'd, poor Puss, with a hook aow'd 

up in a gudgeon? 
And old Brown complain'd that he pluck'd his live foide, and 

not without show of reason. 
For the cocks looked naked about necks and tails, and it waenH 

their moulting season ; 
And sure and surdy, when we came to enquire, there was oanae 

for their screeching and cackles, 
Por the mischief confessed he had picked them a bit, for I think 

he called ^hem the hackles. 
A pretty tussle we had about that ! but as if it wam't picking 

enough. 
When the winter comes ou, to the muff-box I goes, just to ahake 

out my sable muff — 
** O mercy 1 " thinks I, " there's the moth in the house 1 ** for 

the fur was all gone m patches ; 
And then at Ellen's chinchilly 1 look, and its state of destmotion 

just matches — 
But it wasn't no moth, Mr. Walton, but flies — sham flies to go 

trolling and trouting. 
For his father's great coat was all safe and sound, and that first 

set me a-doubting. 
A plague, say I, on all rods and lines, and on young or old 

watery danglers 1 
And after all that you'll talk of such stuff as no harm in the 

world about anglers 1 
And when all is done, all our worry and fuss, why, we've never 

\xad iioWmi\^ ^qt^ ^js^c^c(^\ 
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So yoa see. Muter Walton, no good comei at laat of your fa- 

moiu book about fiahing. 
As for Bobert's, I burnt it a twelfemontb ago ; but it turned up 

too late to be lucky. 
For be'd got it by heart, as I found to the cost of 
Tour sernint, 
Jake Eliz&brth Stvckit. 




BIGHT AND WEONG. 

A SKKTCH AT SKA. 

The Bighta of Man, — whether abstract or real, dirine or 
Tulgar, Tested or contested, civil or nnciTi], common or uncom- 
mon — hme been so fiiUy and bo frequently discuaied, that one 
would suppose there was nothing new to be felt or expressed on 
the subject. I was agreeably surprised, therefore, daring a lata 
passage from Ireland, to hear the righta of an indiridual asaertod 
in BO veiy novel a manner as to seem worthy of record. The in- 
jured party was an inToIuntaiy fellow-psssengerj aai the first 
glance at him as he leisurely ascended the cabin stairs, bespoke 
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him an original. Hii fice, figure, dnn, gait, and g w tum ^ 
were all more or leM eccentric ; yet, witbont any ifiparent aSeo- 
taiioD of nngnlaritj. His manner ma perfectly CKmoi and 
bmineas-like, though qnaint. On reaching the deck, hla lint 
morement waa towarda the gangway, but a moment «n**^fff>d to 
acquaint him with the state of the caM. 'Hie letter-baga hanng 
been detained on hour beyond the nsaal time of depaitun, the 
■team had been put on at a gallop, and Her Vaimty'a mail 




packet the Goebre bad already aceompliahed some hnndrad 
fathoms of her course. This untoward event, however, aeemed 
rather to surprise than annoy our Original, who quietly stepped 
up to the Captain, with the air of demanding what waa merely 
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" Hollo, Skipper I Off >lia goM, eh P Bat y<m mwt tarn 
about, my boy, and let me get out." 

" Let you get out I " echoed the Skipper, and again repeatiiig 
it, with what the musiciana call a rtaccato— " Let — yoa— get — 
out!" 

" Exactly so. I'm going ashore." 

" I'm rather afraid yon are not, Sir," stud the Skipper, looking 
deddedly serious, " unless you allude to the other side 1 " 




" The other side I " exclaimed the Oddity, iiwolraitarily tum- 
jig towards England. "Pool pool nonsense, man, — I only 
came to look at your acconunodations. I'm not going aczoia 
with you — I'm not, upon my word I " 

"I must beg your pardon, Sir;" laid the Captain, quite 
VOL. n. 38 
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■demn^. " But it ii mj fiim opinion tlut yoa tw * going 

acTou.' " 

"Poo, pool all gammon. — I Ml 70a I am going hack to 
Dublin." 

" Upon my aoul, then," said the Skipper, nther biuklj, " yon 
mart awim back like a grampua, or boirow a pair of winga from 
Ibegnlla." 

The nun at the helm grinned hie broadeat at what he tttoo^it 
« good joke of his officei'a — while the Original tnined ahaiplj 
round, parodied a hyena's laugh at the fellow, and thea retomed 
to the charge. 

" Come, come. Skipper — it's quite as far ont aa I can for if 

yon want to treat me to a sail I " 

" Treat yon to a aait i " roared the indignant offioer. " Zoonda I 
Sir, I'm in earnest — as much in earnest as ever I waa in n» 
life." 

" So mncb the better," answered the Oiiguial. " /'m not 
joking myself, and I liaTe no right to be joked upon." 

"Jokeorno joke," said the Captain — "all I know is tln> 
The mml bags are on board — and it's more than mj post ia 
worth to put back." 

"EhP WhatP HowP" exclaimed the Oddi^, with a sort of 
nerrout dance. " You astonish me 1 Do— you — really — mean 
to say — I'm obligated to go — whether I'to a tight or 
notP" 

" I do indeed. Sir — I'm aorry for it, but it can't be helped. 
Uy orders are positire. The moment the mail is on board I 
must cast off." 

" Indeed 1 — well — but you know — why, that's jNmr dn^, not 
MtM. / hare no right to be oaat off I I've no right to be here 
at aH. I'Te no right to be anywhere — except in Merrion 
Square I " 

The Captain was botheied. He shrugged up his ihouldnv, thai 
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gave a low wMstle, then plunged hit bondB in liia pooleti — then 
gave a load order to somebody, to do something, somewhere or 
other i and then began to walk short turns on the deck. His 
C^tive, in the meantime, made hasty strides towaidi the stem, 
81 if intending to leap oreiboaid ; bat be snddenl; stopped short, 
and took a bewildered look at the receding coast. The original 
wrong was visibty increasing in length, breadth, and depth, 
ererj minate ; and he again confronted the Captain. 




"Well, Skipper — you've thought better of it — I've no right 
in the world, hare I P — Ton will turn her round ? " 
"Totally impossible. Sir — quite out of my power." 
"Very well, veiy well, very well indeed! " the Original's 
temper was getting up as well a* the see. " Bui mind. Sir — t 
IS— 9 
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protest I protest Bgaiiut jftm. Sir — and i^aiost tbe a 
the ocean. Sir — end ereiTtlungl I'm getdng ftuther and 
tar&er out — but, remember, IVe no riffkt ! Ton will take the 
conwquenoeB. I have no right to be kidnapped — uk the Crown 
lawyers, if you think fit I " 

After this denouncement, the Speaker began to pace np and 
down like the Captain, but at the opposite side of the deck. He 
WM on the boil, howeTcr, as well as theengine, — andereiy time 
that he passed near the man whom he considered as his Sir 
Hudson Lowe, he gare vent to the inward feeling in a jeik of 
the head, accompanied by a short pig-lilce grant. Now and then 
it broke out in words, but always the same four mono^Uables, 
" This — is — too — bad " — with a most emphatic fall of the foot 
to each. At last it occurred to a stout pompous-looldog pn. 
aonage to interpose as a mediator. He began by dilating on the 
immense commercial importance of a punctual delivery of lottota 
— thence be insisted on tbe heavy responsibility of the Captain ; 
with a promise of sn early return packet from Holyhead — and 
he waa entering into a congratulation of the fineness of the 
weather, when tbe Original thought it waa time to out him 

ShOTt. 

" Ky good Sir — you'll excuse me. The caw ia nobody's but 
my own. You are a regular passenger. Ton have a right to 
be in this packet— you have a right to go to Holyhead — at to 
Liverpool — or to Gibraltar, — or to the world's end — y gi m 
— liJu. But / choose to be in Dublin. What right have 
I to be here then P Not — one — atom 1 I've no right to be in 
this vessel — and the Captain there knows it. I've no right 
(stamping) to be on this deck 1 I have no more light to be 
tossing at sea (waving Ms anna up and down) than the 
Wgeon House 1 " 

" It is a very unpleasant sitnation, I allow, Sir," said the 
Captain to tihe stout 'fisawniBKi. ""S.m.\,, «& 1 have told the 
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gentleman, my hauda are tied. I can do nothing — though no- 
body ia more sony for hia inoonTenience." 

" iDconTenience be haiiKed I " exclaimed the Oddity, in a 
paaaion at last. " It ia NO inconvenience. Sir t Not — iho— 
smolleat. But that makes no difference as to mj being here. 
It'a that— and that alone, — I dispute all right to ! " 




"Well, but my drnr, good Sir," expoatulated the pompous 
man; "admitting the justice of your premises, the hardship is 
confessedly without remedy." 

"To be sure it is," said the Captain, "ereiy inch of it. All 
I can say is, that the gentleman's passage shall be no expense to 
him I" 

"Thankee— of coww not," said the Original with a sneer. 
Tve no right to put my hand in my pocketl Not that I mind 
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expense. But it's my right I stand up for, and I defy you boti 
to prove that I have any right — or any shadow of a right — to b 
in your company I I'll tell you what, Skipper " — bat before \u 
could finish the sentence, he turned suddenly pole, made a moai 
grotesque wry face, and rushed forward to the bow of the vessel 
The Captain exchanged a significant smile with the stout geii' 
tlcman; hut before they had quite apokcn their minds of thi 
absent character, he came scmmbling back to the binnacle, npoi 
which he rested with both hands, while- ho thrust his Horking 
visage within a foot of the skipper's fnce. 




L 



" There, Skipper I — now, Mr. What d'ye call — What do yoi 
both say to thtii ? What right have I to be sick — as sick aa i 
dog? I've no ligVl \a \i6 W!pemtti^\ Moi-wA ^^assengei 
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Tve no right to f^ tumbling over ropes and pail* and what not 
to the ship's head ! " 

" But my good Sir," — began the pompoua man. 

" Don't Sir me. Sir I Fou took yonr own passage. Tou hare 
a rigU to be tick — You'»e a right to go to the aide eyeiy five 
minute*— jou've a right to pii of it I But it's the roraraB with 
me— I have no right of the tort I " 




" certainly not. Sit," said the pomposity, offcudi d in his 
turn. "Tou are indubitably the best judge of your own priTi- 
l^es. I only beg to be allowed to remark, that where I felt 
I bad 10 little right, I should hesitat« to intrude myself." So 
Hying, he bowed Teiy formally, and commenced his relnat to 
the cabin, while the Skipper pretended to examine the compaaa 
very minutely. In fact our Original had met with a chokepear. 
The fat man'a answer was too much for him, being framed on a 
principle clean contrary to his own peculiar system of logic 
Hie more he tried to unravel its meaning, the more it got en- 
tangled. He didn't like it, without knowing why ; and he quite 
disagreed with it, though ignorant of its purport. He looked 
up at the funnel — and at the flag — and at the deck, — and down 
the companion stain, — and then he wound up all by a long 
■haie of his head, as mysteriona as Lord Burleigh's, at the as- 
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bniihod man at tho whed. Sm mind Mcmed made np. He 
bnttoiMd hii cost up to the ra; chin, u if to lecure lumadf to 
hinuelf, and vera opened his lip* again till tha resael toocbcd 
the quaj at Holyhead. The Captain then attempted n final 
apology — but it wu intemipted in the middle. 

" Enough nid. Sir — quite enough. If you've onlf danB jour 
duty, you're no right to beg pardon — and I're no right to aak 
it. AU I mean to aay ia, here am I in Holyhead inatead of 
Dublin. I don't care what that bt fellow aayv — who don't un- 
dentand his own righta. I atick to all I aaid before^ I hare 
no right to be up in the Uoon, hare I? Of courae not — and I'm 
no nune right to stand on this present quay, than I hare to be 
up in the Hoon t " 

PATEONAQE. 



The authenticity of the following letlrr nil), probably, be dis- 

pnted. The system of patronage to which it refers, ia one Tciy 

likely to shock the prejudice* of 

serious sober-minded pcraona, 

who will natural! V refuse to 

credit Buch practical aoachn^ 

nisms as the superannuation of 

sucklings. Goldsmith, it is true, 

has mentioned certain Fortunn- 

tuses as being bora with silver 

ladlea in their mouths ; but it 

would be easier to suppose a 

child thus endowed with a whole 

service of plate than to fancy one 

■ ■ ^■— " " invested with a service of years. 

ixct wunana, "n^ most powerful imagination 

would be puEzled to reconcile an Ei-Speakeiship with an Infant 

BUtaught to lisp; or to rec<«;niBe a retiitd Bow-street nmnBr 
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in a nuisling unable to walk. The existence of such Tcry ad- 
vanced posts for the Infantry is, however, affirmed; but with 
what truth, from my total want of political experience, I am un* 
able to judge. Mr. Wordsworth, indeed, who says that " the 
child is father of the man," seems to aim a quiz at the practice ; 
and possibly the nautical phrase of " getting a good iirtk,** may 
refer to such prosperous nativities. For the rest, grown gentle- 
men have unquestionably been thrust, sometimes, into public 
niches to which they were as ill adapted as Mr. D. ; the mea^ 
sures taken by Patrons not leading invariably, like StoltE's, to 
admirable fits. But the Lady waits to speak her mind. 

(Copy). 

To the Bight Honourable Lord Viscount ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦, ^., <Jt?., ^., 

Whitehall. 

Mat it please your Lordship, 

I humbly beg a thousand pardons and apologies for 
80 great a liberty, and taking up time so valuable to the nation 
with the present application. Nothing short of absolute ne- 
cessity could compel to such a course ; but I make bold to say, 
a case of greater hardship never had the honour to be laid before 
official eyes. My poor husband, however, is totally unaware of 
my writing ; as he would certainly forbid any such epistolaiy 
step, whether on my part or his own; though in point of 
fact the shattered state of his nerves is such as to preclude 
putting pen to paper if ever so inclined. But as a wife and a 
mother, it would not become me to preserve silence, with my 
husband perishing by inches before my eyes ; and particularly 
when a nobleman of your Lordship's rank would be sure to 
sympathise for an unfortunate gentleman, of birth and breeding, 
that after waiting above forty odd years for his rights, has^only 
come at last into a public post that must, and will be his death I 
To favour with the particulars, my husband has the honour to 
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be Tfikted tct; distantly to the Peerage; and a* Tour Lordship 
blows, it is the privilege of Aristocracy to pioride for all their 
ooDnezions bj comfortable public utuations, which ant eometimea 
enjoyed very early in life. To such Mi. B. had a hereditaij 

right Scorn his cradle, for his noble lelaliTO thp Duke of , 

was BO oondescending as to stand sponsor by proxy ; and in- 
stead of the usual spoons, or a aQrer mng, made a promise to ths 
Inbnt of some office suited to its tender age ; for instance m 
nqtennnnation, or the like, where there is nothing to do, bnt 




the salary to receive. In point of fact, the making the Baby a 
retired King's Messenger was rerballj undertaken at the font : 
but before the child could come into office His Grace UDfortn> 
nately went out of power, by dying of apoplexy, leaving nothing 
but a promise, wlucli a nMw niMoita^ ^«» is' 
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enough not to make good. In this shocking manner, Yoor 
Lordship, was my husband thrown upon the world, without 
proper provision according to his station and prospects, and 
was degraded to the necessity of his own exertions for support, 
till his fortieth year, when the new Duke thought proper to stir 
in his behalf. The truth is, a severe iUness had left Mr. D.'s 
mind and nerves in such a pitiful shattered state, as to make 
him unfit for any business whatever, except pubHc affairs ; and 
accordingly it became the duty of his friends to procure him 
some post under government. So a proper application was 
made to his Grace, and through his influence and the fortunate 
circumstance of an election at the time, Mr. D. was appointed 
to the dreadful situation he at present enjoys. Of course we 
entirely acquit His Grace, who never set eyes on my husband in 
his life, and therefore could not be expected to know the precise 
state of his constitution; but I appeal to Your Lordship, 
whether it was proper patronage for a man shattered in mind 
and nerves, and subject to tremors, and palpitations, and bodily 
shocks of aU sorts, to be made a Superintendent of Fowder- 
Mills, with the condition of living attached to the works ? 

For my own part, Your Lordship, I looked on the Duke's 
letter of congratulations as neither more nor less than my poor 
husband's death-warrant. Indeed he was so dreadfully alarmed 
himself, as to be quite distressing to witness. He did nothing, 
the whole afternoon, but walk up and down the room, shaking 
his head at himself in the looking-glass, or looking up at the 
ceiling, and muttering, as if he was already exploding sky high 
along with the fiills. But a refusal was out of the question, as 
it would have afforded his Grace too good an excuse for neglect* 
ing our interests for the future. To aggravate the case, the very 
day after our taking possession, there was what is called a blow at 
the works, and though so trifling as only to carry a roof off a 
shed, it struck a cord on Mr. D.'s nerves that has never done 



vibrating erer tince. I do not exaggerate to nj, that if he had 
been atiuok with the palsy and St. Yitiu, both at ouoe, he ooold 
not have shoircd more coiporeal agitadon. He trembled in ereij 
limb like an aspen tne; while his eyes rolled, and his head 
went &om side to side, like the China Mandarin's; besides 
soouring op and down stairs, and rushing out of doon and in 
again, and trying all the chain but could not sit any wha«, and 
stamping, and muttering, and dancing about, till I reall; ex- 
pected he would scramble up the walls of the room, and fly aaon 
the ceiling, liltc our tortoiseshell cat in her fits. If I lived 
to Methusalem, Your Lordship, I should never forget iti 
Unlucldly, being new to his office, a mistalcen notion of dulj 
possessed him that he ought not to quit the spot; indeed 
he solemnly declared, that if a blow was to talcc place in hia 
absence, he would rather commit his own suicide than face 
the report of it in the neivspapers, which bad already indulged 
in some seditious sneers at his appointment. All that could 
be done, therefore, was to pack off Lu<^, and Emily and Blin, 
on week's visits among friends ; myself remaining behind, as a 
wife's proper post, near my poor husband ; but on the diacom- 
fOTtsble condition of keeping under ground in the cellar, becauae 
gunpowder in convulsions always blasts upwards. What mj 
feelings were, as we are troubled with rats. Your Lordship m»y 
suppose ; particularly when Mr. D. was officially called npon U> 
inspect the damage ; and never shall I forget his gashly iqipear- 
ance when he returned from his awM task I He was literally 
as white as a sheet; and totally incapable to get out a word, till 
he had swallowed three whole glasses of brandy I That settled 
hia reason, — but it was only to tell me that he had scraped and 
grazed the skin off every nubble of his back-bone, by a bad fidl 
from a ladder, which he had attempted to come down in wooden 
nifety shoes. Such, Your Lordship, was our miserablo day ; 
and it brought u wrelchei & vi^^.. '¥>«&'« Wd not be heard 
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of— and we set up in two easy chairs, shuddering with fright 
and cold, being December, and every door and window thrown 
wide open, to give a thorough Tent through the house, in case 
of another shock. For Mr. D. was unfortunately possessed 
that one blow always leads to another ; and what with foncying 
flying sparks, for it was starlight, and sniffing fire, he had 
worked himself up, before morning, into a high fever and a light 
head. The nearest medical man was obliged to be called in — 
and he had to give frightful doses of laudanum before Mr. D.'s 
nerves could be lulled into a startlish sort of doze ; — and at 
waking, he was ordered to drink the strongest stimuluses ; as 
indeed are in use to the present time. But this continual 
brandy, brandy, brandy, as Your Lordship knows, is a dreadful 
remedy ; though, as my poor husband says, he cannot fill up his 
place without its help. At times I could almost believe, tho' I 
would not breathe such a thing except to Your Lordship, that 
between the stimuluses, and the delirium, and the whole shock 
to the system, Mr. D. is a little beside his senses. The mad 
Doctors do say, that we are all, every one of us, crazy on a cer- 
tain subject ; and if such is the case, there can be no doubt that 
my husband's weak point is explosions, the extravagance of hit 
precautions making him an everlasting torment to himself as 
well as to all about him. Of course it is to his disadvantage, and 
magnifies his terrors, not to have been brought regularly up to 
the business ; not that he receives much comfort from those who 
have, for he says custom and habit have made them so daring 
and hardened, that they would not mind playing at snap-dragon 
in the Magazine, or grinding their knives on the millstone that 
crushes the gunpowder into grains. ^ 

Since the above accident we have had, thank goodness, no 
more blows ; but, as Your Lordship is aware, a first impression 
will stick by us for all our lives to come. At the best of times. 
Vet my husband be reading, or writing, or eating his dinner, or 




in b«d, or wliot not, &t exploding nodoa will oome aflrow Itin 
like a flash of lightning ; u for instance lost Friday was a week, 
Ur. and Ifn, Trotter had dropped in to tea j after wtudi wi 
had a rubber ; and were all very comfortab!e, my husband and 




me jnat in the nine holes, when all of a sudden there was a fall 
of something and a scream. Up jumps Mr. D. of conrse, chud- 
in^ hie cards here, there, and every where, aiid calling a blow I 
a blow I — and as usual Emily and Lut^ and E l iea and me 
rushed off to the coal-oellsr, while Itrs. T. went into a fit. It 
is true, by the blessing of Providence, it was only the House- 
mud letting her pail fall to screech at a bat; but what is Tety dis- 
agreeable, the Trotters are old fHends, and have declined to act 
another foot within our doors. As for serrants, it is next to 
impoauble to 1cmi^ one ^om.\.id%', «&&. «a Toor Lordahqi'a own 
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Lady will oonfinn, there is nothing more unpleasant to a l^fistress 
of a House than to be oohtinually changing. But nine out of 
ten prefer giving warning, to attending to so many punctiliums 
as are laid down; and those that are willing to stay, break 
through so many of the rules, that I am obliged to dischaige 
them, to prevent Mr. D. being ruffled by doing it himself. Be- 
sides it adds considerably to servants' work, to have chimneys 
swept so often as once a week, — and moreover, Mr. D. insists 
on keeping all flints and steels, and tinder, and matches, in his 
own bed-room, so that the housemaid has to go to him every 
morning for her lights. He is just as particular about extin- 
g^uishing at night ; and I lost the best cook I ever had, through 
her sitting up in her bed-room to mend her stays, though she 
might have known Mr. D. would come in to put her out— all of 
which is extremely unpleasant, and to me in particular. 

These, Your Lordship, are serious domestic evils; and 1 wish 
I could say they were confined to the house. But the workmen 
at the Mills are so ungrateful as to hate my husband for the 
over care he obliges them to take of their own lives ; and make 
no secret of wanting his removal, by trying to torment him into 
resignation. Not a day passes without squabbles about smoking, 
for Mr. D. is apt to sniff tobacco, and insists on searching 
pockets for p^'p^> which the labourers one and all decline ; and 
besides scuffles, there have been several pay offs on the spot. 
The consequence is ill will and bad blood to their superior, 
and it is become a standing practical joke to play upon the 
family feelings and fears. I have twice suffered all the disagree- 
ables of escaping from nothing at all in my night dress, exposed 
to rheumatism, and the natives of a low neighbourhood ; indeed 
only last Sunday the fire bell was rung by nobody, and no wind 
at all to speak of. Another party at enmity is Doctor Wonral 
and all his establishment ; because Mr. D. felt it his public dntj 
to have the Doctor up before a Justice, for allowing his Young 
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Gentlemen to send up fire-ballooDB. We had one day of drew 
encitement on my husband's part, throiigli a wicked little wn 
of a pupil flashing the Eunehine into the Mill nith a bit of lo 
uig-glassi and of course we are indebted for the Swing letl 
we receive to the same Juvenile quarters. To, make bad wo 
Mr. D. talcea them all for Gospel, and the extra watchinga, i 




patroUingB, and precautions, after getting a threatening not 
are enough to wear out all our hearts. Aa regards the Sobt 
I am ready to agree that it is too near the Worka ; and to ' 
the tratb, I shake in my shoes as much at Mr. D., every fifUi 
November, at each squib and cracker that goes off. On tlie m 
score OUT own sons are an everlastiag miseiy to na when U 
aie at home ; which thej seldom are, poor fellows, on that i 
ootmt. 'But ii\)kieTttu w«Vtan^ above another that boya delig 
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to play with, it is gunpowder ; and being at the yeiy fouutain- 
head. Your Lordship may oonceiye the constant care it is to j>re- 
Tent their getting at it, and what is worse, not always crowned 
with success. Indeed even more innocent playthings are oblige^ 
to be guarded against ; for as their father says, " a little brat, 
just breeched, may strike light enough to blow up a whole neigh- 
bourhood, through only spinning a peg-tog in a paved yard." 

Such, your Lordship, is our present melancholy state. I have 
not dwelt, as I might do, on expenses, such as the dresses that 
are spoiled in the coal-cellar ; the paying months' wages instead 
of warnings ; nor the trays upon trays of glass and china that 
are chucked down, as the way the servants always empty their 
hands when making their escapes from my husband's flEdse 
alarms. Sometimes it's a chair faKs overheail; or the wind 
slams the back door ; or a smell of burnt wood from the kitchen ; 
or the ironing-blanket; or fat catched; or fall of soot; or a 
candle-snuff; or a smoky coal ; or, as I have known before now, 
only the smell of the drains ; with a hundred other little things 
that will spring up in families, take what care you will. I ought 
not to forget thunder-storms, which are another source of 
trouble ; for, besides seeing a dozen fanciful flushes for one real 
one, it is the misfortune of Mr. D. not to put faith in conductors, 
or, to use his own words, " in Franklin, philosophy, and fiddle- 
sticks, — and a birch rod as likely to frighten away lightning as 
an iron one." In the meantime, through the constant frights 
and flunies, I begin to find my own nerves infected by bad 
example, and getting into startlish habits; and my daughter 
Lucy, who was always delicate, seems actually going into a poor 
low way. Agreeable society might do much to enliven our 
spirits ; but my husband is become very shy of visitors, ever 
since Captain Gower was so inconsiderate as to walk in, one 
foggy night, with a lighted cigar in his mouth. In fact he quite 

sets his fiBU» against the male sex : for, if they do not smole 
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dgara, he tsys, and can; lucdfen, Huij strut on tbeir iion hedi 
and fiourieb about wHh iron-pointed nlkiiig-Btioks and nm- 
brellaa. All which. Your Lordsbip, ia otnmely bard on mj- 
Mlf and danghtcn, who, like all young people, are food of a littla 
gaiety; but the very ntmoat they aie allowed, is a single qokd- 
rille party at Christmaa, and then they an all obHgod to dance 
in list shoes. 




1 humbly trust to Your Lordship's liberality, and goodness of 
Iirnrt, to view the particulars of the above melancholy Btateneol 
with attentive consideration. As it may occur to inquire bo* 
we have suffered so-long without complaining, I beg to infonn 
Your Lordship, that, being such a time of profound peace, we 
Ikave lived on from year to year in the hope that no more ammn- 
nition would be required ; and consequently the place would be- 
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come a comfortable sinecure. But it appears that Spain and 
Portugal, and other countries, have gone to war on condition of 
being supplied with gunpowder; and accordingly, to our bitter dis- 
appointment, the works are as vigorous as ever. Your Lordship 
will admit the hardship of such a cruel position to a man of Mr. D.'s 
Tery peculiar constitution ; and I do hope and trust will also re- 
gard his interests with a favourable eye, in consideration of his 
long-standing claims upon the country. What his friends most 
desire for him is, some official situation,^-of course with a 
sufficient income to support his consequence, and a numerous 
family, — ^but without any business attached to it, or only as 
much as might help to amuse his mind for one or two hours in 
the day. Such a removal, considering my husband's unfitness 
for anything else, could occasion no sort of injury to the public 
service ; particularly as his vacancy would be so easy to fill up. 
There are hundreds and thousands of land and sea officers on 
ha^ pay, who have been used to popping, and banging, . and 
blowing up rockets and bomb-shells, all their lives ; and would, 
therefore, not object to the Powder Mills; especially as the 
salary is handsome, with a rent-free house and garden, coal and 
candles, and all the other little perquisites that belong to public 
posts. As regards ourselves on the contrary, any interest is 
preferable to the gunpowder interest ; and I take upon myself 
to say, that Mr. D. would be most proud and happy to receive 
any favour from Your Lordship's administration; as well as 
answering for his pursuing any line of political principles, con- 
servative or unconservative, that might be chalked out. Any 
such act of patronage would conmiand the eternal gratitude of 
Mr. D., self, and family ; and, repeating a thousand apologies 
for thus addressing, I beg leave to remain 

Your Lordship's most humble, obedient, and devoted servant, 

LucT Emilt Dixisb. 
29-2 
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P.S.— Since writing tha above, I am aony to infonn joo 
LOTdahip, tliat wc hare had anotlieT Utde blow, and Mr. D.'i 
state i* indoacribable. He is more abaken tluni erer, and par- 
tioulaily through going all down the stain in three jomps. He 
waa ntting reading at the time, and, as he thinks, in his spe^ 
tadei ; but as they are not to be found, he is posseased thtt 
they have been driven into his head. 




ANIMAL MAGNETISM. 



Of all the signs of the times — considering them literallj as 
tiffiu, and the public literally as "a piMic" — there a» aone 
more remarlcable than the Hahnemann's Head, — the Crown and 
Compasses, devoted to Gall and Spurzheim's entire, — and the 
Cook and Bull, that hangs out at the House of Call for Animal 
Magnetizen. The Ual concern, especiaHj — a daring, glaring, 
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That B tap dupensing a nw, heady, reiy mmctified artide, 
■bonld obtain any ciutom whatever, in a reputed genteel and 
well-lighled neigbouihood, seenu quite impoMible ; yet aach is 
the inoomprehenuble fact ; — respectable paitiea, Kientific men, 
and even physicians, in good practice in all other reapecta, hare 
notoriously frequented the bar, fitim which they hare issued 




again, walldog all sorts of ways at once, or mora frequently 
frUing aaleep on the steps, but still talking such "nmbling 
skimble^kamble stuff " as would naturally be suggested by the 
incoherent visions of a drunken man. Such exhibitions, how. 
ever, are comparatively rare in London to their occmrenoe in 
Paris, which city has always taken the lead of our own 
coital in matters of novelty. It is asserted by a good 
anthority, that at a French concern, in the same lin^ no 
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IcM than MTeu^-eigbt " medical men, md six^-thne oChr 
YCTj intelligent individuals," became thoronglily moizj tad 
mystified, and so completely lost all " dadrvoyoMee " tt 
their own, that they applied to an iiLdiTidual to rad 
a hook and a letter to them ; to tell them the hour on thcdr own 
watches; to mention the pips on ths oarda; and by waj at 
putting the state of their '' intuitive foresight " beyond queation, 
they actually appealed to the JooHight of a man who waa aonnd 
aale^ I A bout on so large a acalo has not been ottan^ted, 




hitherto, in the English metropolis ; but at all fashions tnna- 
planted from Paris flourish Tigorously in our soil, it is not im- 
probable that we me^ ^«,V. wk &%«tia&% tA ^;aK, (jaUe^ of Fhysi- 
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oians rendered very how-come-you-so indeed by &n excess of 
Mesmer's "particular." The influence of such an example 
could not fail to have a powerful influence on all classes ; and a 
pernicious narcotic would come into general use ; the notorious 
effect of which is to undermine the reason of its votaries, and rob 
them of their common senses. To avert such a national evil, 
surely demands the timely efforts of our philanthropists ; and 
above all, of those persons who have set their faces against the 
Old Tom — ^not of Lincoln, but of London — and in their zeal for 
the public sobriety, aim at even converting the brewers' kilder- 
kins into pumpkins. — Seriously^ might not the Temperance 
Societies extend the sphere of their operations by a whole hemi- 
sphere, and perhaps with equal advantage to mankind, by attack- 
ing mental dram-drinking, as well as the bodily tippling of 
ardent spirits? The bewildered rollings, reelings, and idiotic 
effusions of mere animal drunkenness can hardly be more de- 
grading to rational human beings, than the crazy toddlings and 
twaddlings of a bemused mind, whether only maudlin with infi- 
nitesimal doses of quackery, or rampant to mad staggers with the 
lushiouB compounds and Devil's Elixirs of the Mesmenan Distil- 
lery. Take the wildest freaks of the most fuddled, muddled, 
bepuddled soaker, — such as "trying to light his pipe at a 
pump," — attempting to wind up a plug with his watoh-key, — 
or requesting, from a damp bed in the gutter, to be tucked in, — 
and are they a bit, or a whit, or a jot, or a what-not, more ab- 
surd, more extravagant, or more indicative of imbecility of 
reason, than the vagary of a somnambulist, gravely going through 
the back-gammon of reading Back's Journal, or a back-number 
of the Betrospective Eeview, through the back of his head P 

Tn case the Great Water Companies alluded to should think 
proper to adopt the foregoing suggestions, the following genuine 
letters are placed very much at their service, as materials to be 
worked up into Tracts : — 
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(Copt.) 
2b Jfr. JMari Hollimd, Ibrnt-Lr^er, No. IM. TottnAam 
Oomrt Road, Lmdom. 

Dub Bob, 

Hoping you bto well, and well-doing, we hare heard mck 
wonderful Booounts in onr parte letel; about animal msgnetiniif^ 
witltont any dear notion what it ia. • 

Uy own notion ii, it moat be aomething new of b^ Loid 
Spenser'a — Althorp aa waa — who waa always very ooiiona about 
hnbeaata. 

OtheiB do tay the Duke of Bedford, with a freah cattle ahow 
— ^ubody knowa. 

Now yon are jnat at the fountain-head to leani, and aa moat 
of u> down here is more or leas engaged in breeding stoo^ it 
wonld be a main thing to be pnt up to the secret at ita firat start. 




Also whether it ie expensive to buy — and who fonnd it ou^— 
and if lilcely to do away with oilcake and m angel- wuTxel, and 
such like particulars. 

Praise be blest, we are all stoat and hearty, except your poor 
aimt, who died three year ago. Which is all the news at preaeut 
from. Dear Bob, 

Tour loving Uncle, 

RiuBEN Oxen a AH. 
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(Copy.) 
3b Mr. Beuiem Oxsnhah, Oratier, Oraitlaidi, Htar 

LuKottu/urt. 
DiAK Umou, 
I wu agreeably sTirpriaed by yonr breaking eilenoe ; for I had 
nude up my mind you was a distrest farmer gone off awan hop- 
ping (excuse the joke) to Swan Biver, or to get settled amoug 
the Dutch boan and lions at the Cape of Good Hope. 73iank 




heaven Bnch u not the case ; though damped with my dear aunt's 
going off. I little thought, poor soul I the why and wherefore 
my goose three ChristmaseB ago was the last I But we must all 
be cut off some day or other, which is a teligious consolation for 
the remnants that are left behind. 
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J have examined, u you desired, a eample of animal magnet- 
inn ; which turns out to be the reverse of every thing you ex- 
pect. Indeed such might have been anticipated by a little foro- 
thought on the subject. There is nothing to describo about 
animals to such as you, that deal in them of all qualities; but 
it is quite likely that you have forgot all about magneta, siuoe 
the days of your youth. Eut perhaps, when they aie named to 
yon, you memory may serre to recollect little bone boxes, at 
uxpence a piece, with a btaclcamoor's head atop, and a little bar 
of philosopher's steel inside, that points out the north, and acta 
a needk dancing like mad. It likewise picks up emery, and 
sticks fast to the blade of a knife. Bat that is all its powers 
are competent to — and of course on too small a scale to have 
any dancing, or liitiag, or sticking effect on objects so big as 
bullocks, or even a pig, or a sheep. Accordingly, you will not 
be surprised to hear that animal magnetism has nothing at all 
to do with beasts or load-atones either, but is all of a piece 
with joggling, quacksalving, and mountebanking, such as un.- 
versal phyuc, spitting CoTcntry ribbons, tumbling, and postur- 
ing, thimble-rig, and the like fabrics. One of the principal 
tricks is sending people off to sleep against their wills ; not so 
new a trick though, but it has been beard of years and years 
ago at Bow Street ; and easy enough to perform any day, with 
a pint of porter, — provided one was rogue enough to want to 
hocus-pocus the money out of other people's pockets into one's 
own. To come to the point, there's an outlandish Count set up 
in it at the west end ; and no doubt will realise a fortune, fie 
has his carriage-people for customers, as well as Howel and 
James ; indeed, I have heard of the Somebodies as well as No- 
bodies mnding after common fortune-tellers' isles, and not too 
high to be above gomg up into their back garreta. Some say 
he is a Frenchman, others say a Oermau; but the last for 
cbtAo6, for he smokes enQv^£\l \a &me «&, ^^« nU out of the 
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neighbourhood. Besides, the Grermans, Vm told, will beliere 
anything, provided it's impossible ; which is some excuse for 
their wanting other people to give the same long credits ; and 
besides, Germans as weU as French, and indeed all other 
foreigners, for that matter, though ever such honest people in 
the main ; yet when they do turn rogues at English expense, 
they inyariably go more than the whole hog, namely, boar, sow, 
sucking pigs and all. So I determined to go wide awake, and 
to keep my eyes open, too, by not taking bit or sup in the house, 
if ofifered ever so politely. It is surely not showing disrespecfc 
to hospitality, to object to hocussed victuals and drinks* I 
might have spared my fears, however; for there was nothing 
provided but the ledgerdemain, flee., and that was charged a 
guinea for, which you can repay at convenience. I preferred to 
see somebody else conjured before me ; so another patient was 
taken first. She was a fine strapping young woman enough, 
dressed half and half between a fine lady and a servantmaid ; 
but as sly-looking a baggage as you could select from an assort- 
ment of gypseys ; and unless her face belied her, quite capable 
of scratching a Cock Lane ghost. Indeed something came 
across me that I had seen her before ; and if memory don't de* 
oeive, it was at some private theatricals contrary to law. Por 
certain she could keep her countenance ; for if the outlandish 
figure of a doctor, with his queer faces, had postured, and pawed, 
and poked towards me, with his fingers, for all the world like 
the old game of ** My grandmother sends you a staff, and you're 
neither to smile nor to laugh," as he did to her, I should have 
bursted, to a dead certainty ; instead of going off, as she did, 
into an easy sleep. As soon as she was sound, the Count turned 
round to me and the company with his broken English — 
"Ladies and gentlemens," says he, "look here at dis yoong 
maidens, Mizz Chariot Ann Elizabet Martin " — ^for that is his 
way of talking. " Wid my magnetismuses I tro her into von 
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Btate of BombamboozleisDi " — or somethuig to that effect. " Min 
Chariot Ann, dou art a slip." " As fast as a church, Miater 
Count," aays she, talking and heaiing as easy as broad anake. 
" Feny goot," says he. " Now I take diB hoke, — -Missis Glasse 
Cokery, — and I shall make de maidens read som little of him 
wid her back. Dere he is bytween her sholders. Mizz Chariot 
Ann, what you see now niit your eyes turned de wrong way for 
to lookP" "Why, theu," saya she, "Mr. Count, I see quite 
plain a T, and an O, Then comes E, and O, end S, and T— 
and the nest word is H, and A, and I, and E." " Ferry goot," 
iries the Count over again. " Dat is to rost de hare. Ladies 
and gentlemens, you all here ? Aa Gott is my shudge, so 
is here in de boke. Now den 
more, Vot you taste in you 
Master," says Charlotte Ann, 
sweet herbs chopped up small I ' 
what mor by sides de sweet hemibsP" "Why," says she, 
"it's a relish of salt, and pepper, and mace, — and, let 
mo see — there's a flavour of currant jelly." " Bcsser and 
besser!" cries the Count. "Ladies and gentlemens,, are not 
dese voonderfools ? You shall see every wart of it in de print, 
Mizz Chariot Ann, vot you feel now ? " " Lawk a mercy, 
Miater Count," saya she, " there's a sort of stuSy feel, so there 
is, in my inside I " " Yaw ! like van fool belly I Fcny goot I 
Now you feel votP" "Feel! Mister Count f" says she — 
" why I don't feel nothing at all — the stuffiness is gone clean 
awayl" " Yaw, my shildl" saya he. "Dat is by cause I 
take avay de cokery boke from your two sholders. Ladies and 
gentlemens, dese is grand powers of mngnetismus I Ach himniel I 
Aa Hamlet aay, dere is more in our philosofics dan dere is in 
du heaven or ile earth 1 Our mutter Nnlure ia au fond lo hide 
tier face ! Bat von adept, so as mo, can lift up a whale I " 
To aboiten a loiig slotj, ^ vraAns^^QufuaKa. \uuifid for two 



izz Chariot Ann, voos 

louseP" "Why, then, 

sure as fate, I taste 

"Ferry goot indeed! — bot 
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noun ; whila Hiu Chariot Ann told fortunes in her sleep, and 
named peopte'a inward complaints, and prescribed Tor them with 
bar eyes shut. Mine was dropsy ; and I was to take antimoni- 
ons wine three times a-day, to throw the water off my stomach. 
So, if yon like to ask your apothecary, or the parish doctor, they 
will be able to tell yon whether it looks like proper practice oi 
the lererse. For mj own part, I mean to suspend myself till I 
fed more symptoms ; and in the meautime I have experimeoted 




on myself so far as to try behiud my back with the Beady 
Beckoner. But I could not even see the book, much lees make 
out a figure. To be sure I was broad awake, but it stands to 
reason that the circnmstaiice only gaje the better chance in its 
favour — at least it has always been reckoned so with a book held 
the proper natural way. I was the more particular with the 
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book-woik, becMue it looked like the maiter-kiej to let yoo into 
the whole house : — for no doubt, if yoa em do ikai trid^ yon 
can do all the rest, and hare a hare dretied b e l w c c u yaor shoul- 
ders as easfly as a bHstar. Bnt to my mind it ia all aham Abra- 
ham ; or the little boys that goereiy day with whcS^ aatdiels foil 
of books at their baeb would know rather moe about them than 
they do generally at karing off sdiooL 

And now, Unele, I hate explained to yon all about Animal 
Magnetism; and, says yon, there ars many things that come 
by names they have no zi^ to^ withoot going to Scotland, 
where yon know th^ call a pitcher a pig. So it is 
Teiy Ind^ on the whole, that yon wrote to me, instead 
of posting up to London on a fool's errand, — as did a 
respectable Lancashire grazing gentleman, the other day, 
in the newspapers, who was hoaxed all the way up to town, by 
a false notion that Animal Magnifying, as he called it, was some 
new, cheap, and quick way of fatting cattle. It will maybe turn 
ont quite as deceitful an article as to its other qualities ; and in 
that case, if I had the luck to be a magistrate, I would cold pig 
the sleeping partners with Cold Bath Pields and send off the 
actiye ones, to take a walk at a cart's tail, with something they 
could feel, if they could not read it, on their backs and shoulders. 
That's how I would measure out the law, if I was Lord Chief 
Justice. In which sentiments I conclude, with love to yourself* 
and all my cousins, if I have any living — with my best condo- 
lences for my poor late Aunt. As to business, I have only 
broken twice as yet ; which is doing pretty well, considering the 
nard times and the state of trade. Wishing you the like pros- 
perity, with health, and every other blessing, I remain, dear 
Uncle, 

Tour affectionate nephew, 

EoBERT Holland. 



\ 



P.S. Since Ike fon^oing, I liave discussed the subject with 
a neigtbonr, a Veteran^ Siu^eoii ; and he says it is all veiy well 
for the old men and women Phyudana, but won't go down with 
the HoTse Doctors. " Howerer," s^ he, " if you are bent on 
tiTing it, I will give you a receipt. Take a two-year old fiill 
^lood colt, half broke, or not broke at all — ^if riciotu, so much 
the better. Shoe him bdund with a couple of stout horss-shoe 
kadatouea, and then stand convenient, and take a tug or two at 
his tail, till yon feel him b^n to operate. That's Animul SEsg- 
netism, and wiU do yon quite as much good or harm as the other 
new kick, and save you all the fees besides. 





THE FORLOEN SHIil'HERD'3 COMPLAINT. 

AN UNFDBLISHED FOEU, FROM SIDNEY. 



It may be neoessaiy to bespeak the indulgent conuderation 
of the leader, for the appearance of the followiog Coriouty in 
such a work. The truth is, the pages of the Comie Annuai 
natuially present to me the most obTions means of making the 
Poem known ; besides, as it were, offering personal secnrity for 
my own belief in its authenticity. And, considering mj literary 
credit as so pledged, 1 da uot hesitate to affirm that I think the 
1 in queatioumft^ Gaii&<iiea^']>k&t«li«m&\ti%AaB'{: and 
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even — on the inieraal evidence of its pnstoral cliaracter — to the 
Arcadia. The verses have never till now appeared in print. 
The lover of Old English Poetry would vainly hunt for it in any 
edition extant of the works of Sir Philip ; and, probably, the 
family records and remains at Penshurst might be searched to as 
little purpose for a copy in MS. From the extreme quaintness 
of the original, which would have required the help of a glossary 
to render it generally intelligible, I have thought it advisable to 
translate many of the phrases into more current language ; but 
sorupulously preserving the sense of the text. Enough of the 
peculiar style, however, still remains, to aid in forming a judg- 
ment of the author's SBra. As for the apparent incongruity of 
the double vocation ascribed to the tuneful Swain in the Poem, 
besides abundant classical evidence that the Corydons of ancient 
times were often, also, heroes, or warriors, or adventurers, we 
have the positive contemporary testimony of modem travellers, 
that in those very pastures where the scene is laid, it is at this 
day the practice to entrust the charge of the flocks to per- 
sonages who have formerly been engaged in the same perilous 
career as the *' Porlom Shepherd." His lament, it will be seen, 
is full of regrets and stealing tears for the stirring times of Add 
Lang Syne. 

THB FORLORN SHEPHERD'S COMPLAINT. 

" Veil ! Here I am — no Matter how it suits, 
A-keeping Company with them dumb Brutes, 
Old Park vos no bad Judge — confound his vig 1 
Of vot vood break the Sperrit of a Prig ! 

" The like of Me, to come to New Sow Wales 
To go a-tagging arter Yethers' Tails 
And valk in Herbage as delights the Flock, 
But stinks of Sweet Herbs vorser nor the Dock I 
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THB FOBLOBN BHEPEBBD-B OOKFLAINT. 

" To go to >et this solitaiy Job 
To Von whose Vork vos alray in & Mob I 
It's out of all our Lines, for sqtb I am 
Jack Shepherd eren never kep a Lamb I 




" I am't ashamed to saj I sit and reep 
To think of Seven Tear of keepin Sheep, 
The spooniest Eeasta in Nater, all to Sticks, 
And not a Yotch t« take for all their Ticks I 

" If I'd fore-seed how Transports vonld turn oat 
To only Baa I and Botanize about, 
I'd quite as leaf have had the t'other Poll, 
And come to Cotton as to all this Vool I 

" Von only happy moment I have bad 
Since here I come to be a Parmer's Cad, 
&nd then I cotch'd a vild Beast in a Snooze, 
And pick'd her Pouch of three young Kangnr '<is ! 

" Vot chance have I to go to Boce or Mill ? 
Or sboH a sneaking Kindness for a Till ; 
And as for Vashings, on a hedge to dry, 
I'd put the Natives' Linen In my Ifyel 



THB FOBLOBK BEBPHSBD'a OOUFLAIHT. 

" If tMs whole Lot of Mutton I could scrag. 
And find & Fenoe to turn it into Swag, 
rd give it all in Lonnon Streets to atand. 
And if I bad mj pd;, Td n; the Strand I 

" But Ten I goes, m nujbe Tonoe I shall, 
To mjr dd crih to meet with Jack, and Sal, 
I've been so gallom honest in this FUoe, 
I shan't not like to show my sheepish Face. 

" It's weij hard for nothing but a Box 
Of Irish Blaclcgoatd to be keepin' Flocks, 
*Hong naked Blocks, nA Savages to hns. 
They're nayther got a Pocket nor a Pus. 

" But Folks may tell their Troubles till they're sick 
To dumb brute Beasts, — and to I'll cut my Stick 1 
And Tot's the Use a Feller's Eyes to pipe 
Vere Ton can't borrow any Oemraan's Vipe t " 




iNACBEONTIO. 



ANACKEONTIC. 

BT AFOonUF. 



It's wfliy well to iaik in pniM 
Of Tn and WabiT>driiikiiig ways. 

In proper tiine and plsoe ; 
Of sober draughts, so dear and cool* 
D^'d out <tf a traniparoit pool 

Boflecting hearen's face. 
Of bsbbling faiookj, and purling rilU, 
And BtrBBfflB at giulies from the hilla. 

It's wBTj well to talk ; — 
Bnt wliat becomea of all sicb schemea. 
With ponda of ioe, and lunning streaiua. 

As doesn't eren walk F 
When Winter comes with piercing cold« 
And all the rivers, new or old, 

Is frosen &r and wide j 
And limpid springa is solid stuff. 
And oystal pools is hard enough . 

. To skate upon and slide ;— 
What then are thiisty men to do, 
Bnt drink of ale, and porter too, 

Cluunpagne as makes a fiu * 
Fort, sherry, or the Rhenish tort. 
And p'riiaps a drop of snmmnt short— 

nra wstar-pq>e8 is fris I 



I 
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